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“FIVE SISTERS 


COMPLETE! 
UNCENSOREDT 


BOUND SEPARATELYI 


Here are the 5 books you've always wanted to buy — packed with life, 
love, romance, heart-throbs, and passion. The 5 books acclaimed by critlcs 
everywhere...so sensational in theme the public made them ”best-sellers”” 
overnight at $2 and $2.50 each. Now you get all five for only 98c (plus 
postage). Truly, the book opportunliy of a lifetimel Don”t delay! 


GEORGİE MAY * korun 


What happens to girls who live in the 
glamorous “"segregated”” districts of a big 
city? What happens to men who thırst for 
these haunts of wine, women and song? 
Read Maxwell Bodenheim's sensational 
and daring expos€ of the life and loves of 
a street-vvalker ... of lurid passions in gin 
soaked hell-dives. An over-night sensation 


“in its original $2 edition, and banned ın 


many cities, ““Georgie May” vvill be your 
mosb:thrilling contact with a life of which 
you? know so little! Uncensored — not a 
sirikle word left out (63,000 words.) 


PRİVATE SECRETARY “"53 anan 


Big business men “on the make” — the 
“inside” of what really goes on behind the 
İrosted glass doors of the boss's offce. 
High drama, intrigue, and romance in this 
exciting story of a modern girl vvho knevv 
what she vvanted — yet stopped for love. 
Against the exciting background of a mod- 


“ern business ofhce, with its rush and clat- 


ter, is unfolded the drama of “Private 
Secretary.”” VVhom does she choöse — big 
business executive, play boy, or ? ? 2? 
Novv you can read the exciting ansvver in 


” this frank book that vvas originally pub- 


lished at $2.50. Complete and unexpur- 
gated (94,000 vvords). 


VIOLET 
KAZARINE 


The breath-taking novel of five sisters who 
break the shackles of convention and re- 
straint to fulfill their romantic destinies on 
the Rivieral Fierce in their devotions and 
antagonisms, tortured” by jealousy, their 
adventures in love makes this one of the 
most enthralling books you have ever 
read! .No wonder its daring revelations 
shocked London, as well as: America. Every 


vvord just as originally published in itsr:, 


$2.50 edition, (56,000 words.) 


FRANCOI1S 


DESERT OF LOVE e "SANCI 


Only a great French author could write 
so penetrating a novel of passion...ofa 
dissolute father who tries to dissuade his 
son from following in his footsteps —only 
to find the apple no sounder than the core 
— when they both become enmeshed with 
the same cocotte. From the sin palaces 
of Montmartre to the silken boudoirs of 
the Champs de Elysee, you follow the 
profligate path of "heir numerous affairs. 
Shocking in its revelations! Originally 
published in Paris under the title “Le 
Desert de 1” Amour,” and sold in this coun- 
try at $2.50, it comes to you faithfully 
translated and exactly as originally writ- 
ten. (53,000 vvords.) 


SHOW GIRL MeEVOY 


The spicy story of Dixie Dugan — “the 
hottest little wench that ever shook a 
scanty at a tired business man." Written 
by the man who knows every bright light 


“and dark corner on Broadway. Harry 


Hansen, ore of America's leading critics, 
sums this book up when he says: “I'm 
going to call it a “VVovv" and let it go at 
that.” At $2 “Shovv Girl” sold like “hot 
cakes!" (51,000 -— 


GOLD MEDAL BOOKS, INC. 


0 VVORTH OF “BEST SELLERS” 
——... | 


(Plus postage) 


HOV/ CAN WE DO 177 


That's the first question people 
ask vvhen they, see these five 
novels — in five separate bind- 
ings — handsomely printed in 
magazine form on 634 by 914 
inçh pages, in full size, clear 
legible type. Mass producğipn 
is the answer! 

VVhere others print in the 
thousands vve print in the mil- 
lions. VVhere other publishers 
lose fortunes on “unknovvns” 
we print only those books 


which the public has already 


made successes at much higher 
prices. Under this daring nevv 
plan you can”t lose! 


YOU TAKE NO CHANCESİI 


VVhen you buy novels that 
were so sensational in theme 
that they became “best sellers” 
over-night at $2 and $2.50 
cach — and now get all five 
books for only 9866, you take 
no chances; for you're buying 
proved successest And when 
you have the privilege of re- 
turning the books within 3 days 
and getting your money back, 
you're not risking one penny! 


SEND NO MONEY WITH COUPON 


Department 2MG, 1270 Sixth Ave., New YofK City 


Please send me the five best selling, separately bound novels described in 
this announcement. When the package arrives, I will pay the postman 
984 plus a few cents postage. If I am not satisfted, the books are to be 
returned within 3 days and my money refunded. 


NOTE—Lİ you think you may be out when the postman calls, simply 
enclose $1 with this coupon and we will pay all delivery charges. 
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"EHE unhappiness you pity in your 
friends” lives . . . despair . . . shame 
. . disease . .. all these may come to 
yon unless you act Tövv $o that your 
ovvn life may escape the penalties of sex 
ignorancel A (file sex knowledge is 
more dangerous than none at all, be- 
cause the half truths on which you base 
your sex life may lead you into the 
pitfall of harmful sex practices. 


Learn the WHOLE Truth 


from a Doctorl 

W The amazing facts of sex have been 
kept hidden under the disapproval of 
society for so long ıt is no wonder we 
blush at this frankiy detailed discussion. 
There is scarcely anyone, married or 
unmarried, adult or adolescent, who is 
not faced with some sex difficulties, 


MANY ENTHUSIASTIC 
EDiTORİALS COMMEND 
“THE RIDDLE OF SEX” 


m “Written courage- 
ousİy and lucidiy”. z 
“A frank, illuminating same yha. sərt 
discussion of Sex”. Puberty aa 
“"Reads like a story... Climaeteric Age 
on Sex, asa doctor sees Pregnancy 
it . . as a doctor > 
analyzes Z Birth Control 
Ranges the entire Pbysiology of 
gamut of sex subjects triage 
from birth, through Marital Choice 
adolescence, marriaRe, Çrisis of Marriage 
sexual aberration, Sex Hygiene 
disease,rejuvcnation". 


#-“SEND.NO MONEY... 


HERE ARE SOME OF THE VİTAL 
SUBJECTS INCLUDED IN THİS 
ENLİGHTENİNG BOOK 


. MAİL'THE 


PİONEER PUBLISHING COMPANY 
1270 SIXTH AVENUE, Dept. GMZ, RADIO CITY, NEW YORK, N. Y. 


M A perfect love life is your birthright 
. . . the delicious drill of a happy 
marriage...the joys of popularity...the 
satisfaction of knovving you can hold 
the love of your loved one—all these 
should and can be yours with the 
proper sex knowledge to guide you. 


Do YouKnow... 


M The danger that exists in arousing 
physical desire without fulfillment? 
Whethermarriage isnecessary to health? 
Should sexual experience before mar- 
riage be encouraged? 

Where to draw the line between normal 
and abnormal practises? 

VVhether there should be sexual diet in 
marriage? 

What may result from the suppression 
of the fundamental urge? 


YOU RISK 
NOTHINGI 


8 You need send no 
money —simpiy pay the 
postman $1.98 plus 
postage on delivery and 
then if you are not fully 
satisfied, return the 
book to us vvithin five 
days and the purchase 
price will be refunded. 
Act today, to get this 
book of facıs which 
every adult should 
know! Don't delay, 
edition is limited! 


Marriage at the 
Crossroads 
Marital Dietetics 
İmpotentia 
Thf Sex Complex 
The Craehiy o! 
Complex 
Homosexualism 
Venereal Diseases 
Failing Sex Hormone 
Hermaphroditism 
Sez in tbe 
Laboratory 
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Please send me “The Riddle of Sex" in plain wrapper 1 will pay the postman $1.98 (plus few cents 
postage) on delivery, H Tam not completely satisfied, 1 can return the book and the entire purchase price 
will be refunded immeliately Alşo, send me FREE OF CILARGE, your book ““Nevr Birth Control Facts.”” 
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Orders from Foreign Countrles 10 Shillings in Advance, 


“ Siep Uesrying. now | can tell 
you the true facts about $E 


DÖN'T LET YOUR 
LOVED ONE SLIP 


E No matter how muçh he or she may have loved you to start 
with, you must know ali the intimate details of sex technique 
in order to keep that love aflame, If you fail in this respect 
there are always plenty of others willing and eager to take 
your place, 


MOST DIVORCES ARE 
DIRECTLY DUE TO 
SEX IGNORANCE! 
8 Many a marriage is ruined the first year, doomed to s le 
along tarouşb years of unhappiness vad at last to Əxi iq be 


divorce court — all use the bride or groom vvas ignorant of 
the finer phases of that great power -SEX1 
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THE RIDDLE OF SEX... 
THE ETERNAL 
QUESTION 15 
ANSWERED AT LAST 


8 For years men and women have groped in the darkness of sex 
ignorance trying to find the solution to the eternal guestion öf 
the right sex relationship. At last men and women can under. 
stand each other and the intricate results of abused emotions, 


PROMINENT SOCIOLOGIST 


SAYS: 


“1 AMERİCANS know what is 
good for them, they will buy a 
million copies of this book.” 


AMAZING NEW BOOK ON. 
THE GREATEST 
PROBLEM OF MARRIAĞE 
Every married person 
will find here vital' 
information on, recenç 
developments in con 
trolling conception. 
This book will be your 
rg through married 
ife. Sent FREE to all 
those who order “The 
Riddle of Sex”” at $1.98, 


PTOMEER PUBLISHING CO, 
1270 Gih Ave., Möv York 


NOTICE:—No letter will be published unless 


the writer gives permission to print his or 
her full name and address.—The Editor. 


Dear Miss Duncan: 

I am writing for some much needed advice. 

I am a young fellow of twenty and very 
.much in love with a girl who is some hundreds 
of miles from Washington. I have been stay- 
ing at home and going nowhere. While she 
has been doing just the obbostte. 

I have a very good bositton here in Wash- 
ington and up to now have given her guite 
a number of gifts that are very valuable. 

I really never expect to go home. That is 

where İ met her and haze shown my love for 
her. 

I think if I could get a girl here in Wash- 
ington I could forget her in time. Which un- 
til novu I have not been able to do. 

Should I give her up or should I leave my 
positton and go to her. 

I am considered very good looking. 

Please advise 
KEK; 
Washington, D. C. 


Dear K.E.R,, 

I think you would be very foolish to give 
up a good position. You must know that they 
are not So easily secured. If you are thinking 
of marriage, why not have the girl with whom 


you are in love, come to Washington. Or— 
if you would like to correspond with some of 
our young lady readers, I would suggest that 
you write another letter giving me permission 
to publish your name and address. | am sure 
that you would get many answers, and you 
might develop some nice friendships in that 
way. Let me hear from you. 


Dear Dizie Duncan: 

I am a lonely chap of 22. Work every day 
and have small income, am 5 ft. 8 in. tall and 
weigh 160 lbs. Am considered handsome yet 
have no girl friends to go with. I belong to 
Eagle Lodge. Would like to correspond with 
the opposite sex. Wil furnish pictures of my- 
self too. Must close now hoping to have lots 
of answers, esbectally from foreign countries. 

I remain, 
: Albert Price 
320 West Canal St., VVabash, Indiana. 

P.S. Please publish in Tattle Tales as 1 

am a constant reader of them. 


K. J., California. 

Sorry, I cannot give you the information 
you request. Were it in my power to do so, 
I should be more than happy to compiy. 


What about that problem that's been worrying you? The one you don't wish to 
ask your friends or relatives about—can I help? Address Dixie Duncan, care De- 
tinuer Publishing Co., Inc., VVilmington, Del. If you desire a personal reply send 


along a self-addressed stamped envelope. 


By CLAIRE KENNEDY 


HE late afternoon sun—a ball of 

orange-red fire—sent slanting beams 

through the window of Diana Farley”s 
bedroom, slanting beams that vvere sucked 
up hungrily by her silk-soft auburn hair. 


She lay across the foot of the bed, her 
young, nymph”s body nude save for a flimsy 
pair of peach chiffon panties. Men looked 
at Diana”s breasts when they were covered 
and suffered poignant emotional torture. 
Uncovered they rose in firm, coney majesty, 
their pink erystal nipples gleaming like pale 
cherries atop two mounds of snow-white 
soujjle. 

Diana ran her hands up the sleek curva- 
ture of her thighs, over the mother-of-pearl 
smoothness of her stomach, and up to her | 
breasts. She forced the taut skinned globes 7 
together until the downy valley between them Gi 
became a dark shadowed cleft. Her fore- / 
fingers teased the responsive peaks into coral a / İ 5 

l | 4 


il 
/ j 5 idi 
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rigidity. © 

“Playing house, Deedee?” a husky, fem- 
inine voice güeried. 

Diana sat bolt upright. Her breasts bobbed 
guiveringiy, their inflamed pinnacles resem- 
bling miniature signals. 

“Lil!” she gasped. Conover Blake—-virtue in the raw is seldom 

The dark eyed, plump breasted brunette mild!” 
in the doorway tossed an ovemight bag into Diana came off the bed and threw her arms 
the room. She followed, slamming the door around the brunette's waist. She hugged her 
behind her. close, bestowing a long, affectionate kiss on 

“In person!” she announced. “Lillian the sensuous swell of upturned carmine lips. 


Lil finally tore away. “You've got me!” 
she gasped, clutching her breasts. Her ex- 
pression of mock horror gave way to one of 
mock relief. “Oh, it was just those Carrara 
marble torpedoes boring into mel 1 thought 
sure as shootin” you”d stabbed me in two 
placesl VVell, hov”s tricks?” 

Diana sighed. “Still as mad as ever, aren”t 
you?” 

“Mad?” Lil slipped out of her tweed suit 
jacket. Beneath the bodice of her silk shirt- 
waist, big, bulging breasts announced their 
refusal to let a brassiere restrain their 
voluptuous projection. “Pm the sanest per- 
son in this room—present company ex- 
cluded.” She bounced down on the bed, draw- 
“ing Diana with her. “Now tell me every- 
thing, right from the beginning. How'd you 
meet him? What's he like? Has he money? 
Where will you live? How—” 


Diana grinned. “Hold your horses!” 

“Cant! They straining at the reins! 
When TI got your wire | was just a nervous, 
jittery wreck. TI couldn't get a train before 
tomorrow morning so 1 flev up!” 


“You—you flew?” 


“He—he touched me 


once. I—I made him 
stop!” Diana's cheeks 
pinked. 


“Uh—huh. Went down to the airport, 
made goo-goo eyes at the stunningest pilot 
you ever saw and before you could say “tail- 
spin” we were five thousand feet up! He's 
going to pick me up on Monday and take 
me back to town. Swell guy, Deedee, and 
good looking as hell! Owns a twin-motored 
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Sikorsky! Imagine! Doesn't it sound ex- 
citing?” 

Diana shook her head dolefully. “I re- 
peat—you”re completely unbalanced. You 
should have a keeper.” 


LIL BOUNCED UP AND down on the bed. 
Each bounce did things to her capacious 
breasts. “Know a nice one, Deedee? About 
six two and blond?” She stopped bouncing. 
“You haven't answered my questions. What's 
he like?” 

“What's who like?” 

“The guy you're going to marry, dopey! 
Or aren”t you getting married? Was it all 
a typographical error, or a publicity stunt?” 

Diana stared straight off into space. “He's 
nice,” she said softly. 

Lil turned her around so that they faced. 
Her expression became suddenly serious. 
“Something's wrong, Deedee. What is it?” 

“Nothing. Nothing's wrong.” 

“Something is! You're keeping something 
back! What is it?” 

Diana gnawed at her lower lip. Her bare 
breasts rose and fell in the rhythm of her 
rapid breathing. She avoided Lil's dark, 
penetrating eyes. 

“Really, its nothing, Lil,” she protested 
feebly. “1 guess Um jusi—just nervous.” 

Lis hands slid up Diana's rounded arms 
and gripped them hard. “You can't pull that 
kind of wool over my eyes, baby! I wasn't 
born last Easter! Now, out with it before 1 
paddle you!” 

Diana winced as firm fingers dug into her 
tender flesh. “There isn't anything to tell, 
Lil,” she insisted. “Honestly there isn't!” 

The brunette backed Diana down on the 
bed. “Listen here, Deedee!” she said seri- 
ously. “We spent four years together at col- 
lege and we never kept a solitary thing from 
one another. YVe”re not going to start now! 
There”s something phony about this marriage 
business. You don”t look right and you don”t 
act right. Novr, vrhat is it?” 

Diana gave in. “All right, you vin.” Lil 
released her and she sat up, rubbing her 
arms. “TI tell you.” 


Moments of silence. “Well?” Lil prompt- 
ed her. ) 
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Diana swallowed hard. “1—I don't know 
how to begin. You see, Dad was wiped out 
in a loan company failure up here and from 
what | understand he hasn't a red cent.he 
can call his own.” 

Li”s dark eyes flashed. “1 get it! The 
boy friend is loaded with greenbacks and its 
a “save the family” proposition. But what's 
he like? Buck teeth, a wooden leg and more 
wrinkles than a prune?” 

“Don't be silly, Lil! Ronny's a nice boy. 
His father died last year and he inherited 
two million dollars.” 


LIL FELL BACK ON THE BED. She clutched 
her left breast with both hands. “Stop it! 
My heart! Two million dollars!” She jerked 
up again. “And you mean to say you're hav- 
ing the weeps over hooking up with that much 
dough? Deedee, you need your head ex- 
aminedİ” 

Diana frovned. “1 knew you'd say ihatl 
Everybody does. “Oh, aren”t you the lucky 
girl!” ” i 

“Well, aren”t you? İt isn”t every dame 
falls into the lap of a millionaire. If 1 could 
find a man with nine dollars in cash TPd 
marry him.” 

“Even if you didn”t love him?” 

Lil snapped her fingers. “Love! Poof! 
Its like a course at college. If you know 
your onions you pass it. İf you don't, you 
flunk.” 

Diana toyed vrith the scalloped edge of her 
panties. “I don't look at it that way. Tve 
got to care for a man before Um willing to 
live with him the rest of my life.” 

Lils eyes narroved. “Has he kissed you, 
Deedee?” 

“Er—yes, a few times.” 

“Has he—has he petted you?” The bru- 
nette licked her lips. 

“What—what do you mean?” 

“You know what 1 mean! Touched your 


: breasts and fooled around.” 


Diana”s cheeks pinked. “He—he touched 
me once. 1— 1 made him stop.” She rubbed 
her hands across her hard, white hillocks as 
though to erase the memory of it. 

“Your breasts?” Lil persisted. 

“Yes—one of them.” 


“And you didn't like it? It didn't thrill TWENTY MINUTES LATER Lil turned away 


you and make you tingly all over?” from the mirror and faced Diana. “Well,” 
“No.” she queried, “how is it?” 
Lil pursed her poppy lips. “Then some- She was referring to the new dinner dress 


thing”s radically wrong, Deedee. Pd suggest 
you just back out of it.” 

“But I can't! Don't you understand P”ve 
got to do it for Dad”s sake. Ronny”s going to 
open a brokerage office for him. Give him 
a hundred thousand dollars in cash. If | 
don't go through with it we'll all be paupers!” 

Lil ran a hand through her bobbed ebony 
hair. “And the wedding is scheduled for Sun- 
day, isn”t it? Today's Friday.” 

Diana sighed. “There's nothing can be 
done about it. Tİ just have to take it like 
a sport and hope for the best.” She glanced she had brought along. Diana's eyes ran the 
at her wrist watch. “Say, it's late! We have length of the tight fitting cream satin. 
to dress for dinner! Ronny's coming over! “I”s lovely, Lil! Fits you like a glove!” 
Be nice to him, Lil!” Lil tumed back to the mirror. “Like #wo 


Lil swallowed hard. 
“1—I never rode be- 
fore —İ was terribly 
nervous.” 
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gloves, honey! İm afraid to breathe for fear 
one of these bouncing beauties will go 
places.” She admired her reflection in the 
mirror. Somehow or other the gown managed 
to slenderize her hips while it accentuated 
the globular profusion of her breasts. The 
bodice was gathered by a rhinestone pin at 
the center of the low neckline, drawing the 
adhesive material so taut over Lil's unbras- 
siered breasts that the nipples stuck out like 
miniature plums. The neckline decollete re- 
vealed upper curves of white and the begin- 
ning of a caress-inviting valley. 

“Not bad at all,” she murmured to her 
image in the glass. “Not bad at all.” She 
traced the cupid bow of her bee stung lips 
with carmine color, applied a touch of rouge 
to her cheeks, and was ready. Diana, dressed 
in a simple chiffon frock, admired her 
voluptuous ex-roommate with something akin 
to envy. 

“You look positively gorgeous!” she ex- 
claimed. 

Lil grinned. “Nothing very ugly about 
you, honey.” She extended her hand and 
touched one of Diana's firm breasts. “Like 
India rubber!” 


There was a tall, blond young man seated 
in the living room when Lil entered. He 
leaped to his feet and stood at attention. 
Diana, coming behind Lil, stepped forward 
and accepted his chaste kiss. 


“Lil, I want you to meet my fiance, Ronald 
Wellington,” she said. Ronnie, this is Lil 
Blake, my roommate at college.” 

For a moment Lil lost every vestige of 
her poise and composure. She stared at the 
blond Adonis as though he were the first man 
she had seen in all the twenty-two years of 
her life. Were her eyes deceiving her? Play- 
ing tricks on her? Was this handsome giant 
the man Diana was scheduled to marry—and 
couldn”t care for? 

She accepted his extended hand auto- 
matically. His fingers were warm and firm 
around hers. For no reason at all, except 
that he was touching her, hot little thrills 
shot up her arm and centered at the tip of 
her right breast. 


“Delighted to know you, Lil,” he said 


cheerfully. “Diana has been raving about 
you for weeks.” 

Lil said something. Words tumbled out 
of her mouth but she had no idea what they 
conveyed. She couldn”t imagine how Deedee 
could even entertain the thought of letting 
this man get out of her clutches. Two million 
dollars and as handsome as a Greek god! 


ALL THROUGH DINNER Lil found it impos- 
sibleto keep her eyes off Ronnie. Everything 
he said and everything he did seemed per- 
fect. Once she thought she caught his eyes 
feasting on the bared portion of her plump 
breasts. It sent the blood pounding through 
her veins and perked out her nipples until 
they rubbed against the satin bodice of her 
gown. 

A few of Diana's friends came over for the 
evening. The radio was turned on and dance 
music tuned in. Lil's unspoken prayer was 
answered when Ronnie reguested a dance. 
She floated into his arms with an inaudible 
sigh of pleasure. | 

The next fev minutes were heavenly. He 
danced with ease and grace, holding her 
firmly and molding her body to his. The 
movement of her breasis against the starched 
white bosom of his dress shirt was conducive 
to hot surges that rolled over her like ocean 
waves. He seemed to sense her reaction and 
he drew her closer, dropping his palm on 
her back until it rested an inch above where 
two curving cushions of flesh undulated under 
her skirt. 

One dance was almost too much for Lil. 
With her emotions at fever heat, she was 
forced to excuse herself and hurry up to 
Diana”s room. There she stood at the open 
window after slipping down the top of her 
dress. The cool night breeze playing on her 
inflamed breasts provided some small mea- 
sure of relief. She pressed her fingers to 
her temples, amazed at her reaction. 

Diana came up an hour later. Lil had 
changed from her dress to a pair of loung- 
ing pajamas. Her lushly voluptuous curves 
slid under the sheer silk. 

“What on earth happened to you?” Diana 
queried. 

Lil avoided Diana's eyes. “Oh —er—l had 
a slight headache. It's gone now.” 


Diana unhooked her dress. “Well, what 
did yoz think of Ronnie?” 

Lil turned away to hide her guiliy ex- 
pression. She pressed her soft breasts to ease 
the throb of them. “I—I thought he was 
very nice.” 

Diana pulled her dress over her head. Her 
slim, hard-breasted figure was like a young, 
curved sapling. “Hes coming in the morn- 
ing to take you riding.” 

Lil jerked around. “Me?” 

“Yes. I don”t ride. You do, don't you?” 

Lil had never been astride any but a 
merry-go-round horse in her life. She hesi- 
tated as opposite emotions fought a battle 
within her. “Yes,” she replied. “I— ride.” 

In bed together, Lil's mind was a turmoil 
of conflicting thoughts. She knew, well 
enough, that if circumstances left Ronnie and 
herself alone, she could not be responsible 
for what happened. İt was a terrible situa- 
tion to be in. Should she pack up in the 
morning and leave? That, in itself, would 
create suspicion. 

Diana broke the silence. “Why so gulet, 
Lil?” 

Lil turned over in bed. She could feel 
the warmth of Diana”s body. “Oh, just think- 
ing. Did you really mean vhat you said this 
afternoon, Deedee? About Ronnie and the 
vredding?” 

“Of course 1 did. Is that bothering you?” 
Diana came eloser, slipping one arm about 
Lil”s waist. “Dont worry about it, Lil. İt 
isn”t that important. TT get along.” She 
kissed her tenderly. “Get a good nights rest. 
Ronnie”s a hard rider and he”ll keep your 
horse stepping. My habit is in the closet.” 


DIANA WAS STILL ASLEEP when Lil slipped 
out of bed the folloving morning. She 
donned Diana”s breeches, boots and shirt 
as quickly as she could. They were a. trifle 
too small for her, but she managed. A quick 
glance at the mirror assured her she looked 
delectable. , 

Downstairs, Lil discovered that Ronnie 
had not yet arrived. A maid served her 
breakfast. As she was drinking her coffee 
she heard the beat of horse hoofs in the 


driveway. Something akin to emotional panic 


seized her. She came out on the porch to 
find Ronnie mounted on a big chestnut mare, 
holding a smaller piebald by the bridle. 

“Good morning!” he called cheerily. “1 
see you got my message.” 

Lils eyes were black diamonds. She 
hadn”t the faintest idea how to mount a horse, 
but she managed it without an accident. 
Ronnie threw the reins to her. 

“Were oft!” he said. 

Lil came very close to being “off” as the 
frisky piebald, sensing an amateur, galloped 
ahead. So elose, in fact, that only Ronnie”s 
presence of mind saved her. He spurred his 
horse on and grabbed the piebald's bridle, 
pulling him up. 

“1 thought you could ride!” he panted. 

Lil swallowed hard. “N-never rode b-be- 
fore! I-Pım terribly nervous!” 

From that point on they walked the horses. 
As each jog bounced her breasis, Lil began 
to feel sorry she hadn't worn a brassiere. 
Diana”s shirt was terribly skimpy across her 
bosom, and she was aching to undo a fev 
of the buttons and give her poor restrained 
breasts breathing space. 

Ronnie guided his chestnut up a path that 
seemed to lead to the top of a wooded hill. 
An hour of slov riding brought them to the 
highest point. From a clearing in the woods 
they could look down on the green checker- 
board of the verdant valley. 

“Would you like to dismount and rest?” 
Ronnie gueried. 

Lil accepted with alacrity. Her cushioned 
seat, for all its springiness, was suffering 
from contact with the leather saddle. Terra 
firma felt good once she landed on it. She 
stretched out on her back on the sun drenched 
grass. 

“This is perfect!” she murmured, drawing 
in a breath so deep that the top button of 
her shirt parted. 

Ronnie stood over her, looking down at the 
voluptuous roundness of her figure. His eyes 
licked at her plump, bulging breasts and the 
sensual woman-curve of her hips. 

Lis heart beat frantically as he dropped 
down beside her. She knew if he as much 
as touched her there would be no resisting 
him. 


“Has anybody ever told you you're a men- 
ace to the male sex?” he gueried. 

“1— 1 don't understand.” 

His hand dropped to her arm. “You're 
enough to drive a man crazy!” he panted. 
“Just looking at you makes me veakl” 

With all the suddenness of a spring shower, 
his mouth swooped down and fastened on 
her moist lips. Lil made no effort to avoid 
the frenzied kiss. She thrilled to the ecstasy 
of it ali, 

A shudder of joyous passion ran through 
her as Ronnie”s fingers left her arm and came 
to her bosom. She felt him unbuttoning the 
shirt and then her white, heaving breasts 
burst free. She thought of Diana's telling her 
that Ronnie had touched one of her breasts 
once; of how she had made him stop. 

No such thought was in Lil”s mind. She 
wanted his exciting fingers to roam at will 
over the gelatinous hillocks of flesh; to goad 
the rose tips to brittle hardness, to feel them 
on her hips and on the sensitive columns of 
her thighs. She wanted passion to engulf her 
and draw her into a mad, whirling maw. 

It did. Like a raging tornado coming out 
of the blanket of blue above them. Nothing 
could stem its flow. Ronnie”s lips left her 
panting mouth and dropped to her throat and 
the sweet softness of her bosom's divide. She 
twined her arms about his neck and drew him 
down to her. 


THE SUN WAS IN MID-SKY when they drew 
apart languorously. An airplane vinged its 
way across the canopy of the sky, the faint 
drone of its motor the only sound that broke 
ihe primeval stillness. 


“Ronnie!” Lil's voice was passion choked. 
“What have we done?” . 

He cupped both her breasts in tender, 
adoring hands. “Just what we should have 
done, darling. 1 know now what a mistake 
I would have made marrying Diana.” 

Lil blanched. “Ronnie!” she gasped. “You 
must marry her! I can't come between you!” 

He smiled. “Don't worry, sweet. 1 won't 
let her father down. Pl stick to my promise 
even if we—” 

Lil understood. She eried out ecstatically 
as she came into his arms. 

Ronnie”s chestnut galloped back to the 
Farley house with the piebald and Lil in 
tow. As they neared the field facing the 
gabled residence, they both savr a lovr-vinged 
monoplane bounce across the uneven terrain 
and rise into the air. Mrs. Farley was stand- 
ing on the porch, sereaming hysterically and 
waving her hands. 

Lil slid off the piebald before it stopped 


in the driveway. She bounced down on her 


“fanny but came up with a jerk. 


“What is it, Mrs. Farley?” she gasped. 

“Diana!” the gray haired woman 
screeched. “An airplane pilot came down 
early this morning to see you. Diana enter- 
tained him while he was waiting and now 
he”s taking her away!” 

Lil looked up at Ronnie. She breathed a 
sigh of relief. “There goes the bride,” she 
said. “I feel better now!” 

Ronnie”s arms enclosed her. “Ditto,” he 
whispered, kissing her full on the lips. 

It was all too much for Mrs. Farley. She 
fainted! 


“T see Annie has a job in the chorus.” 
“Sure, and she gets Fifty per week. All 


she has to do is shout “Hip, Hip, 


Tim: 
Jim: 

Hooray".” 
Tim: 


“Oh, I see, Fifty for the Hips and she 


ihrows ün the Hooray!” 
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RMA TEASDALE was bored—and un- 
happyl The dinner at the Smorsgabord 
was exactly the kind of affair in which 
the Tyrolians delight and exactly the kind 

of affair she had expected. 

AH the prominent townsmen and hotelters 
were there and lengihy speeches were being 
made which began with -the praises of the 
ski jumping contest to take place on the fol- 
lowing day —the primary attraction among 
the winter sporting events which the Alpine 
resorts had to offer their visitors—continu- 
ing with a grandiose tribute to the vitality 
to be absorbed in the mountain air, the health 
benefits of the well water and the miracles 
of energy produced by the invigorating alti- 
tude! : 

Irma sat at her table, flanked by her regal 


Hi UNDER A 
İİ SHEEP-SKIN RUG 


By PHYLLIS HOERNER 


They had known that night that 


sometime they would marry. 


looking mother and her rotund, bald father, 
and listened patienily to the speakers. But 
she didn”t look at any of them. Her blue 
eyes were on a blond young man—Jim Loch- 
rane—and darkly exguisite Dahlia Keenan 
seated at a table not far from her. 

Though Irma was the perfect picture of 
peace and contentment—her blue eyes calm, 
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her lovely little face in blissful repose, her 
big, voluptuous breasts as still as if no puls- 
ing life at all flowed through ihem—there 
was an inward tumult near the region of her 
heart that threatened to reach bursting pro- 
portions soon and make her get up from that 
table and sling dishes at the speakers—and 
especially at Dahlia Keenanl 

Why did Dahlia have to pick out the 


Smorsgabord for her mid-winter holidays? ' 


And having picked it out, why did she have 
to promptly make a play for Jim and worse 
luck—completely bowl him over? Looking 
at Dahlia now, Irma had to admit she was 
a beautiful woman of perhaps tweniy-five... 
three years older than Jim and six years 
older than herself! 

Her hair was as black as an eaves” swal- 
lovr”s wing, her eyes were pools of mysteri- 
ous black liquid, her mouth had that svrollen 
carmine beauty that made it seem eternally 
pursed for the kiss of a loverl But more 
than anything, Irma resented Dahlia”s 
enormous round breasis and the revealing 
dresses Dahlia Keenan vore. Always they 
were tight fitting costumes, born in the minds 
of Paris dress designers, that clung to her 
huge breasts like wet gauze, outlining their 
every massive curve and very plainly show- 
ing the prodigiousness of the provocative 
tips. One would know from just seeing 
Dahlia's breasts in outline that they were 
creamy white and that the tips were brilliant- 
İy, scorchingiy red! 

At the dinners and balls Dahlia wore as 
little as she possibly could. “Just enough,” 
İrma growled to herself now, “to hide those 
Juicy breast tips of hers—and not get ar- 
rested for indecent exposure! Too bad that 
G-strings aren”t the style! She'd go for them 
like a hungry dog after a bone!” 

Then Irma, having been as mentally catty 
as she could with Dahlia”s appearance, fell 
to wondering how far the affair between Jim 
and Dahlia had progressed. 


Jım LOCHRANE WAS IN the American con- 
sular service. İn the four years Irma had 
known him he had been stationed in various 
important countries, never buried in the back- 
washes of the diplomatic service, and had 
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managed somehow always to get away from 
his post for four weeks of every December 
for the winter sports at the Smorsgabord. 
She and Jim had met at the Smorsgabord. 
They had fallen in love at the Smorsgabord. 
They had planned this winter, Irma having 
finished at Monsieur Ecot6's Paris school last 
June, to be married at the Smorsgabord. But 
that was before Dahlia Keenan with her dark 
hair and her enormous breasis and her split 
skirts that showed her legs almost to her 
thighs, had come to the Tyrols! 

Suddenly Dahlia”s exquisite beauty faded 
from İrma”s tortured young eyes and her 
mind carried her swifily back four years to 
a day when she had first come to the Smorsga- 
bord. With her faiher attending to reserva- 
tions and her mother fluttering about speak- 
ing to people whom she had met in London, 
Biarritz and one place or another, İrma had 
stood in the very center of the hotel lobby, 
her lips a little apart with surprise, her heart 
beating furiously. 

Across the lobby had stood a slim, blond 
young man in a toboggan suit, his hands dug 
deep in the patch pockets of his windbreaker. 
He had stared at her, his passionate blue eyes 
moving over her body as if to memorize the 
pout of her breasts, the curve of her waist, 
the undulating beauty of her slender hips 
and her every facial feature. İt was the sort 
of a stare that had made İrma feel naked 
and reckless and sirangely like going over 
to the stranger and saying, “Kiss mel Ve 
want each other, dont we? İt was Fate that 
brought us together here!” 

She had met him that night at a dinner, 
a dinner very much like the one that was 
now in progress. He had been assigned by 
the management to her father's table. 

Sometime during that dinner before the 
dancing had begun, he had leaned over to 
her, his hand hot against her knee, his strong 
young body pressing against hers. He had 
whispered and even now, in memory, she 
could feel the warmth and sweetness of his 
breath: “Let's duck this, angel! 1 can think 
of more exciting things to do! Why sit here 
listening to the mouthing and spouting of 
the hotel men!” 

He had thought of more exciting things 


Ralph Hardesty was ihrilled! 
He wouldn'i have stopped that 
dance for a million dollars! 


to do all right! Even in her wildest mo- 
ments of fancy, Irma hadn't pictured any- 
thing so devastatingly wonderful. At first 
they had gone to his room and had sat on 
a low, cream colored couch before a roaring 
open fire, laughing and talking and drink- 
ing the potent cocktails for which the Smors- 
gabord was famous! 

Then Jim had taken her in his arms, very 
gently at first, his lips brushing lightly over 
her unresistingly upturned face. But when 
his passion had mounted and beads of per- 
spiration stood out on his temples, he had 
seized her, had erushed his mouth over hers, 
had sent his fingers vildly caressing over her 
whole body —every inch of it!—and finally, 
Just before the dawn, they had explored the 
infinite realms and helghis of purest love and 
passion togetherl 


THEY HAD KNOWN THAT night that some- 
time they would marry. Not now, though. 
She still had four years of school. He wasn't 
far enough along in the consular service to 
offer her matrimony. No, he wouldn't accept 
help from her father. He had made his own 
way in life and would continue to do so. 

They had agreed to meet every winter at 
the Smorsgabord until they could marry. 
Then they had set about making those first 
four weeks of their love into the most won- 


f 


derfully radiant thing possible. After that, 
they had kept their word. Every December 
they had met and loved wildiy and said into 
each other”s mouths how impatient they were 
to never be separated againl 
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Irma wished frantically now that she had 
forgotten that low cream colored couch and 
the young man who had sat there on it with 
her, kissing her lips and fondling her breasts 
until both her lips and breasts tingled as if 
electricity had passed through them. She 
wished she had forgotten the fire of his 
mouth, the thrill of his fingertips. But only 
a month ago she had received a cable from 
Jim. She could repeat it word for word now, 
so many times had she unfolded it and read 
it. İt had said: 


At last my big break has come, 
darling. Have appoinimeni to Ber- 
lin. Lots of money. Meet me as 
usual in December at the Smorsga- 
bord and let's surprise your mother 
and father by getting married. You 
can't say no, dearest dear. You're 
through school now and my career 
is assured. There is nothing, ab- 
solutely nothing, to keep us apart. 
I shall be counting the minutes 
until you reach the Tyrols! 

Your worshiping lover, 

İM. 


But Jim Lochrane had evidently been do- 
ing other things besides counting the minutes 
until she reached ihe Tyrols and ihe Smorsga- 
bord, for she had walked into: that great, 
rambling hostelry in the Alps to find Jim 
sitting in a dark corner, drinking pernods 
vrith the darkly, exquisite Dahlia Keenan of 
Baton Rouge. He hadn”t seen her. He hadn't 
really acted as if he had expected her though 
she had written that she was on her way and 
would probably reach the Alps on Decem- 
ber first. 

In ihe days that folloved her arrival 
not one word of marriage did Jim utter to 
her. Indeed, he had looked at her as though 
she were someone he had met somewhere but 
couldn”t quite remember . . . she who had 
come over four thousand miles, land and 
sea, to marry him here at the scene of their 
meeting and their first wild love! And, too, 
Just as puzzling as everything else was Jim's 
apparent reversal of what he had once ad- 
mired in a girl. 

Jim had once told Irma that he had fallen 


in love with her because she was so whole- 
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some, such a good sport. No girl could match 
her on the skâting rink, none could guide 
a toboggan with her skill, and as for ski- 
ing, she had no egual. lt hadn't been true 
at the time. She was rotten in all those 
sports. But back in Canada she had prac- 
ticed as hard as she could so she would be 
good. əzəl 

While in Paris at school she had studied 
harder on her ice skating than she had her 
major subjects necessary for graduation. 
That first week at the Smorsgabord, Irma 
had done her best to re-attract Jim's atten- 
tion. She played up to him in her sporis, the 
thing he had first admired. On the rink she 
had cut a wonderful figure that had throvm 
the audiences into wild applause; she won 
the women's tobogganing contest with ease. 
And at the women's ski jumping contest she 
had appeared gracefully on the topmost crest 
of that snowy hill, had poised there for an 
infinitesimal fraction of time and then had 
leapt high into the air—arms outstretched, 
breasts tense, knees bent, the long slender 
skis on her feet like two amazing wings of 
Mercury floating her effortlessly along until 
she swooped to earth at the foot of the hill— 
a perfect landing! 

And yet, as she had flashed along the level 
road which faced the grandstands and glided 
up the short rise on its fariher side, turn- 
ing suddenly, beautifully balanced on her 
skis and knowing from the wild applause that 
she would be the day's winner, her heart 
had fallen within her with a painful thud. 
She had seen Jim and Dahlia together. They 
had not even watched her jump but vere 
over on the practicing slope reserved for 
novices and Jim vas trying to show Dahlia 
what ski-ing was all about! 

And Dahlia... nobody could have been 


more clumsy! . . was walking on her 
skis like a cat in paper shoes! 


MRs. TEASDALE”S VOICE scattered İrma”s 
thoughts. She winked her lashes guickly and 
stared at her mother. 

Mrs. Teasdale said: “One more speech, 
darling, and this long, dreary dinner will be 
over! 1 see Lieutenant Ralph Hardesty of 
His Majesiy's İmperial Service staring 


hungrily at you as usual! Have you thrown 
over Jim for Hardesty, dear? 1 think you”ve 
treated Jim abominably, you know. After 
all, you came here to marry Jim and as yet 
I haven't seen you say two decent words to 


him. Who's the dark girl at the table with 
him?” 

Irma thanked heavens for her mother's 
lack of perception, for truly believing that 
she was the one who was being abominable 
instead of vice versa! Irma said, a little wan- 
İy: “Her name is Dahlia Keenan, mother. 
She's from Baton Rouge.” 


Mrs. Teasdale said, “Oh, a Southern girl!” 
And then reflectively, “A Southern girl has 
something that men go for. I wish I knew 
what it was—charm, allure? She's vastly 
popular. Have you noticed? The men gather 


Dahlia's racoon coat was ihrown 
back displaying her luscious charms. 


around her like bees around a honey pot! 
If you keep treating Jim so shamefully you 
may lose him to her, you know! Or do you 
want to lose him? Have you fallen in love 


with Hardesty?” 
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İrma said, “Nonsense, mother. Jim and 1 
understand each other. Were modern. Even 
after we're married he'll be sitting with his 
Dahlias and VII be having Hardestys look- 
ing hungrily at me. İt doesn”t mean any- 
thing. This is the twentieth century, you 
know!” 


But even as she said it, Irma knew that. 


that was the last thing on earth that she be- 
lieved or wanted. İf she was fortunate 
enough to marry Jim despite this Dahlia per- 
son”s sticking her big breasts up in his face, 
rubbing her legs against his under the table, 
she would want to take Jim in a hole and 
pull the hole in after them so he could never 
again see any women! ! 

As for men, there was only one man on 
earth for her—and that was Jim Lochrane! 
It made her a little ill to have to dance with 
Hardesty so much, to feel his fingers sliding 
over her bare back and his breath hot and 
avid on her ear. She was a one-man woman 
and if she didn't get Jim for her own, for- 
ever away İrom Dahlia, she'd die an old 
maid and be glad of it! 


BUT GETTING JIM AWAY from the fatal at- 
traction of Dahlia wasa problem . . . a 
ponderous problem! Irma was considering 
ways and means to do this when the speeches 
ended amidst wild applause and the waiters 
began clearing away the tables, making a 
space for the ball. She saw Jim and Dahlia 
get up, Jim's hand on her arm, the back of 
his fingers nestled çozily against one of her 
big breasts. They reached Irma's table about 
the same time that Hardesty did. “Just one 
big happy family!” Irma thought, ruefully. 
“ALI paired off n'everything! Jim and Dahlia 
and Hardesty and me!” 

Jim said, “Say, Irma. We have a bright 
idea! How about making a foursome to go 
to the ski-ing contest tomorrow? You and 
Hardesty, Dahlia and me! I hear it is go- 
ing to be exciting. İnternational stars and 
the like! Better think it over! We could 
make a party of it!” 

Irma felt the blood boiling under her skin. 
Jim had done the pairing all right. He had 
certainly made it plain where she stood! 


Nevertheless, she lifted her golden head 
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proudly and widened her blue eyes, “Oh, 
dim, 1 would love it! How about you, Har- 
desty?” 

Hardesty nodded his head. İt was plain 
to see that anything that paired him with Irma 
was decidedly to his taste. Irma thought she 
ought to be grateful for his dog-like worship 
of her. İt was so obvious. Everyone at the 
hotel must know that he was crazy about her. 
He was forever in her shadow, staring 
hungrily at her, his mouth almost drooling 
when his beady black eyes lighted on her 
figure. 

Irma looked guickly up at Jim to see what 
he thought of Ralph Hardesty”s obvious in- 
fatuation, but Jim was talking with Dahlia, 
animatediy, throwing back his blond head 
in laughter. And then, without another word 
to Irma, Jim swung Dahlia into his arms, 
pressed her peach 'blown cheek to his and 
floated her away from them onto the ball- 
room floor in perfect rhythm to a Strauss 
waliz!” 

Hardesty said, “May I have this dance, 
Irma? You waliz divinely, you know!” He 
was bowing before her in his proverbial 
fashion, his eyes on her breasis until they 
reminded her of shiny black bugs boring to 
get through something. 

Fleetingiy Irma glanced at the floor that 
was gradually becoming filled. Jim and 
Dahlia were so close together, Irma saw, that 
a sheet of paper couldn”t be wedged between 
them. She looked back at Hardesty. She 
ought to be grateful for him. He was the 
only presentable young man at the Smorsga- 
bord. But for him she would this minute be 
doing a wall floveer act! She held out her 
arms, gracefully. “Td love to dance with 
you, Ralph,” she said and flashed him a smile 
that almost knocked him off his feet. 

And during that dance İrma, so grateful 
for his attention, gave him his money”s vrorth 
on the floor. “This sort of stuff is better 
on a low cream colored couch,” she told her- 
self. “But after all, Ralph Hardesiy is a right 
guy and Um lucky he's here. Nothing like 
showing my appreciation.” 

And she was showing it all right, boring 
her young bosom against his white shirt 
front, snuggling her mouth in the curve of 
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his throat and occasionally licking the crim- 
son tip of her tongue out at him. Ralph Har- 
desty”s face dripped perspiration and his legs 
wobbled beneath him. But he wouldn't have 
stopped that dance for a million dollars. 

Mrs. Teasdale sitting on the observers” 
balcony looking at the two couples on the 
floor . . . Dahlia and Jim, Irma and Ralph 
. . . laid her palm lightly over her husband”s 
arm. 

She said, “Oscar, Irma is taking this thing 
hard. That Southern girl has got Jim, lock, 
stock and barrel! But for heaven's sake, 
don't by word or look, let her know we know. 
It would kill her. She's so sensitive. How- 
ever, İrma”s a most resourceful girl. It will 
be interesting to watch and see what Irma 
döes to get Jim back! 1 hope she can!” 

Mr. Teasdale stroked his bald head, rem- 
iniscent of the days when there had been 
blond waves to his appreciative touch. “She”s 
got a lot of competition. These languid girls 
who don't go in for outdoor sports usualiy 
go to town at boudoir activities!” He grinned 
broadly and Mrs. Teasdale, looking at him 
sharply, taking in the almost sanguine ex- 
pression on his bland face as his eyes fol- 
lowed Dahlia Keenan (Dahlia was nestled 
closely to Jim, her hips moving slightly left 
and right as she danced) . . . said, guick- 
İy, a touch of ice in her voice, “TI think, 
Oscar, we'd better retire to our room!” 

And they retired! Promptly. Not before, 
hovvever, Mrs. Teasdale cast another glance 
at Irma and Ralph and turned white with 
surprise! What on earth was Irma trying to 
do to that man! Why, never in her life had 
Mrs. Teasdale seen anything like it! Irma 
was wiggling in his arms, openly kissing his 
cheek! She just hoped to goodness that the 
management didn't reguest Irma to leave the 
floor! After all, a dance was a dance, and 
a petting party was something else again! 


THE NEXT DAY İRMA proved just how re- 
sourceful she was at winning back her man! 
At six o'clock, while the whole of the 
Smorsgabord was slumbering peacefully, she 
dressed and went out, stayed two hours and 
returned in time for breakfast. When she 
went into the dining room there was a smug, 
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little expression turning up the corners of 
her erimson lips. She said to herself. “Well, 
bring on this foursome to the ski-jumping 
contest! And we shall see what we shall see!” 

Climbing into the sleigh and picking up 
the reins, Irma waited impatiently for the 
hotel porter to adjust a warm sheepskin rug 
over their feet and button the upper part 
of it firmly to the sleigh. Then he covered 
both couples with a tremendous bear rug, as 
white as the snow, and tucked it expertly 
about their feet. Irma's eyes were dancing. 
She couldn”t wait to get started! Oh, boy, 
were things working out just as she had 
planned them! 

They had driven about a guarter of a mile 
when the horses stopped abruptly, pranced 
restively and threw up their heads like ani- 
mals at bay, fighting furiously against the 
ice curbs at the road. As quickly as they 
stopped and put on this terrorizing little show, 
they started again, the sleigh lurching and 
skidding, the horses catching the infection 
of madness from each other. They broke into 
a wild gallop which lasted for about a second, . 
then they calmly climbed the steep slope. 
Irma hid a sheepish little grin beneath her 
coat collar. 

What a brilliant idea this was, these win- 
ter carnival horses and no one in the sleigh 
knowing how to manage them but herself! 
No one knowing that if she whistled shrilly 
three times they would be as calm and man- 
ageable as kittens! A little more of this and 
languid Miss Dahlia Keenan, scared out of 
her wits, would howl and scream and bawl 
and completely disgrace herself! And Jim, 
who had said that above all human virtues 
he admired courage and most thoroughly de- 
tested cowardice and fear, would be through 
with her forever and ever! Oh, it was too 
goodtobetrue... too wonderful! 

Irma looked out over the countryside con- 
tently. By sleigh, or on skis, or by the more 
toilsome process of walking up hill and to- 
bogganing down, the whole of the Smorsga- 
bord was on its way to the contests! The 
first show of the horses had passed and 
though Jim and Ralph had expressed a few 
words of wonder on their conduct everything 
in the sleigh now was serenity itself! Jim 


and Dahlia were cooing in the back seat! 
Jim was probably going to town with Dahlia 
under that sheepskin rug! He was probably 
unbuttoning her racoon coat and finding his 
way beneath her woolens to her full, round 
breasis, feeling the hard red tipsl 


A FEW MINUTES LATER İrma jerked the 
reins, cutting the horses” mouths unmerciful- 


and very plainly Irma could see the tvin 
beauties that nestled down under all that fur 
and vool. And... this was very obvious! 
. . one of Jim's hands was gloveless! 
But Irma couldn't be mad or jealous! 
She was too excited with what she was do- 
ing. Her eyes were blue stars of thrill and 
her cheeks were scarlet with the wind and 
the thoughts that stalked her mind! Unman- 


İy and once more they came to an abrupt 
stop that threw everyone in the sleigh for- 
ward. The sheepskin rug in the back popped 
loose and Irma, looking back over her shoul- 
der, said, “Gee, Um sorry. Hope my driv- 
ing isn”t disturbing anything!” Her voice 
was full of irony for she had seen that Jim 
had been going to town under the sheepskin 
rug! Dahlia”s racoon coat was open and 
her zipper-fronted  svreaters were unzipped 


ageable horses on the mountain slopes were 
Just about the next thing to a death warrant! 
Everyone familiar with the Tyrols knew 
that! One lurch too far and into the drifts 
the sleigh would go, the horses, the sleigh 
and everyone in the sleigh buried 20—30 
—even 50 feet in drifts! Irma chuckled! 
Boy, was this a lark and would she scare 
the pants off of Dahlia in a minute! 

Irma chuckled delightediy but not loudly. 
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lt wouldn't do to put on an act of nonsensi- 
cal bravery! She would show courage in the 
face of grave danger . . . but not laugh- 
ing courage. They might mistake that for 
hysterics. But if Irma was chuckling she was 
alone. The sleigh skidded wildiy and once 
more the horses were off at a dangerous 
gallop! 

Jim cried, “For God's sake, Irma, can't 
you manage them! They're unsteady, unre- 
liable brutes! That nearside devil”s only a 
youngster and 1 don't believe he”s been half 
broken to harness! Well all be killed!” 
Ralph said, “Maybe Td better take the 
reinsl” Dahlia said absolutely nothing. If 
Irma had expected her to scream, to cry out, 
to bawl, she was sadly disappointed! Why, 
the girl was absolutely stoicl She was 
heroic! 

Irma said, “Dahlia, aren”t youu—scared?” 

And Dahlia, smiling with the peace of 
heaven, answered, “No, angel, Tm not. 1 
think they're sweet horses. Maybe a little 
lively, but I adore lively horses!” 

Irma wanted to die right there. What was 
the use? She was licked. She might as well 
give up, whistle three times and ride on 
peacefully to the contest. She might as well 
forget she”d ever known the fire of Jim's 
mouth on her own, the feel of his hands on 
her breasts, the tremors that had wracked her 
when their bodies had clung passionately to- 
gether. Yes, she was licked and she might 
as well face it! 

The horses were wild now. The sleigh was 
swinging crazily on first one runner and then 
the other. The bells were ringing madiy. 
The hoofs of the horses were dashing 
snow back into the sleigh, blinding the pas- 
sengers, throwing the boys and even Irma 
into a mild panic. Everyone but Dahlia! - 

“God, what unsteady brutesl” cried Jim 
and he vas rising in his seat, trying to reach 
for the reins. 


İRMA WHISTLED THREE TIMES. She tight- 
ened the reins, just as the stable manager had 
told her to. With a little fear clutching at 
her throat she felt the horses swing up their 
heads and clamp the bits between their teeth. 
Instead of stopping at the whistle they lunged 
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heavily forward, the sleigh sweeping off 
the ground as if it had no more veight than 
a paper cart! Çuickly Irma realized that if 
she didn't check them instantly before they 
reached the next curve where the drifts had 
pilel very deep and soft, they would 
all be killed, buried in the fathomless snow! 
Irma whistled again. Perhaps those trained 
winter carnival horses hadn't heard her 
whistle. Still they did not stop. Almost 
bursting her cheeks, Irma whistled again and 
again! But on they went, foaming at the 
mouths, sweat dripping off their bodies 
even in this freezing weather! 

At that moment, Dahlia, on the back seat, 
said almost casually, “Irma, darling, may- 
be 1 shouldn't have changed your order this 
morning for the horsesl But the stable boy 
said the ones you had ordered were circus 
horses and 1 just couldn”t imagine a circus 
horse climbing these slopes, so 1 asked him 
to send over these baysl” 

“You—what!” 

“You see 1 was down at the stables a little 
while after you left! T love horses! And 
1. . . I just thought these horses were 
pretty and 1 asked him to harness them and 
send them over with the sleigh instead of 
the circus horsesl” 

“Oh, my God!” said Irma and promptly 
did everything she had expected Dahlia to 
do. She cried and tore her hair and went 
all to pieces. She had never been so scared 
in all her life. She hardly knew when Dahlia 
took the reins out of her hands and from the 
rear seat checked the horses with a low, 
clucking sound and brought them to a mirac- 
ulous standstill just a foot from the moun- 
tain curve. 


She hardly knew when she climbed out 
of the sleigh, Ralph Hardesty behind her, 
and cried, tears streaming down her face, 
“| never want to see either of you again! 
She's yours, Jim Lochrane! Take her and 
keep her! Tm a coward. I was scared and 
Ldon”t care ifl was! 1 hafe you . . . I hate 
you, Dahlia! I wish TPd never seen you, Jim, 
and 1 never want to see you again!” 

And then, with Ralph Hardesiy trailing 
her, Irma was running and slipping and fall- 
ing on the ice, scrambling to her feet and 


falling again. But somehow or other she 
got back down the dangerous slopes to the 
Smorsgabord, shaking off Ralph when he 
tried to help her, sticking her fingers in her 
ears when he began to talk. Therefore she 
didn”t hear him when he said, “Irma, Dahlia 
played some kind of a racket on you. Those 
were her personal horsesl TI sav D K on 


the harness!” 


Probabiy it was just as well that she didn”t 
hear, didn”t know about the low clucking 
sound that Dahlia had used to bring them 
to a halt, didn't know that Dahlia's horses 
were untrained to the handling of them by 
anyone but herself! In dealing with Dahlia, 
Irma had had more than her match. Dahlia 
had quickly scented what Irma intended to 
do and had got a perverse delight out of 
turning the tables on herl 


IRMA HAD HARDLY reached her room and 
pulled off her furs and wools and slipped 
on a satin nightgown when there was a knock 
at the door. Tears were still falling down 
her cheeks and splashing on her big breasts. 
She made a leap for the feather bed and 
sank deep in it and pulled the tufted Austrian 
covers up over her golden curls. “Go away, 
Ralph!” she eried. “Go away. 1 never want 
to see you or anyone again as long as | 
live!” She was sobbing hard, her head buried 
in her arms beneath the covers. 

But Ralph Hardesty didn't go away. She 
heard him open the door and close it behind 
him; she heard him come over to the bed 
and felt him take a seat on the edge of it, 
sinking down in the feather mattress beside 
her. She felt him pulling away the covers 
and the warmth of his hand on her bare 
shoulder. 

“Go away! Go away, Ralph!” she eried. 
“I hate you. I hate all men! You know now 
that 1 loved lim . . . that I was trying to 
take him away from Dahlia. He belonged 
to mel We were going to get married if it 
hadn”t been for her! And you don't stand 
a chance with me . . . no man does now!” 
Her head was still buried in her arms and 
her tousled golden curls were getting wet 
with her uncontrolled tears. 

But still Ralph Hardesty didn't go away. 
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She felt his hand slip across her shoulder 
and down the neck of her blue satin gown, 
felt his forefinger singling out the cherry tip 
and rotating it gently. She felt his lips on 
the nape of her neck . . . warm 

moist. She turned güickiy over, opened her 
eyes—and it wasn't Hardesiy at all! İt was 
lim . . a different Jim nov with his 
heart in his blue eyes and looking at her 
as he had looked at her four years ago ... 


seeing her . . .loving her . . . wanting her, 
passionately. 

“İni” 

Jim said, “Oh, Irma, darling—darling 


girl!” Then he was kissing her wildiy, erush- 
ing her to him, his arms firm and young 


and tender around her. For a long while he 


kissed her, stopping only occasionally to 
feast his eyes on her perfect body, the guiv- 
ering breasts, the hard, round little cherry 
tips! 

At last, Irma shaking like an aspen with 
her pent-up passion and hardly believing that 
this was really happening to her, said: 

“But, ..1m— vhat about Dahlia . . . ” 

Jim touched a silencing finger to her soft, 
crimson lips. “I love you, Irma. 1 have al- 
ways loved you. Only somehov or other this 
time when you came to the Smorsgabord you 
didn't seem like yourself. You were always 
rotten at sports though I used to kid you 
into believing that you vveren”t. I thought 
you had gone masculine on me; you excelled 
in ski-ing, skating, tobogganing! Why, you 
were almost as good at those sports as 1 am. 
You must have practiced like hell some 
place! And I . . . I hate sporty women. 
But today in the sleigh when you were scared 

. when you cried and tore your hair and 
went all to pieces . . . I knev you were 
all girl . . . the girl I had fallen in love 
with . . . my girl!” 

Irma took a short breath, an excited one. 
Jim, looking at her, sending his eyes quickly 
over the whole of her delicious young body, 
felt a thrill shoot through him. She said, 
“But Dahlia . . . ” She paused and her 
young face clouded. “You know, you kind 
of gave metheairforher...” 


— “If 1 did, it was only to try to see if 1 
(Please turn to page 63) 
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Peaches Delaney, the one and only. Aren”t 
you proud?” 

“Who witnessed our—marriage?” he 
asked weakly. 

She smiled at him, showing even white 
teeth. “Well, there was Miriam Van Dyk— 
works on your dad”s paper, you know—she 
was there!” 

“Never saw her,” Hilary muttered, “and 
never want to. Who else?” 

“Hilary,” she pleaded, “you're neglecting 
me. You haven't even kissed me!” 

He hesitated, torn between the ambitions 
to crush her moist, pouting lips and to wring 
her smooth, pulsing neck, The last, he finally 
decided, could wait. 

He leaned over her and her arms twined 
themselves about him. The fragrance of her 
body, warm, enticingly feminine, assailed 
him, reducing his resistance to pulp. Her lips 
seared his mouth and then he was down be- 
side her, trailing his hands over her volup- 
tuous thighs, over her flat heaving tummy, 
and up to the taut, full globes of her throb- 
bing breasts. Her tongue probed against his 
lips. He closed his eyes and guivered as her 
body pressed maddeningly against him. 

He tore his mouth away from hers and 
whisked his lips down to the column of her 
throat. He pressed her breasts together, his 
fingers tingling with electric-like surges as 
they indented themselves into the taut, re- 
silient flesh. He felt her tiny nipples jut and 
probe against his palm. 


“Hilary—don”tİ” she pleaded, crushing 
her pliant charms against his chest. “Hilary, 
don”tı—stop!” 

He felt the panting of her hot breath 
against his cheek. And then her lips crushed 
against his mouth again, yielding him the 
nectar of ripe, sweet İruit. He crushed her 
savagely against him, the eager pressure of 
his fingers against her soft white fesh mak- 
ing her wince. 

“You love your—Peaches?” she whis- 
pered, passionately. 

And then Hilary eased away. 

“What do you think?” His voice was non- 
commital. 

“I think you're not much of a man!” she 
surprised him, her voice charged with sup- 


pressed anger. “You don't seem to under- 
stand that—that you're married!” 

“Aw—İorget it!” Hilary interrupted. 
“Take a cold shower and go to sleep. In the 
morning we'li talk.” 

Her eyes narrowed, darting searing flames 
at him. 

“Talk!” she stormed. “In the morning 
we'll—talk! In the moming—” 


HILARY SLAMMED THE DOOR. There was 
another vacant stateroom and, the way he 
was feeling, the sooner he gained it and 
locked the door, the better off he'd be. 

He took his own advice and winced under 
a cold shower. That and the rubdown should 
have put him in prime condition to sleep. He 
only twisted and turned between the cool 
sheets. 

“She”s just a damned little gold-digger,” 
he argued with himself, “And if 1 tie up with 
her the way she wants the old man will really 
cut me off—and 1 wouldn't blame him. PIl 
report her to Cap'n Dawson before she can 
İrame me—” 

But Hilary didn”t report her. He fell 
asleep and dreamed of lush white breasts 
trailing their pointed apexes over his hot 
flesh; of moist red lips torturing his own with 
their guivering contact. He dreamed of 
Miriam Van Dyk and the lurid description 
she had written of his marriage. Making 
him once again the victim of the press, and 
the humiliation of his family. There was 
murder in his heart when he finally awakened 
with his fingers twisting at the guilt. He 
would dress immediately and order Cap'n 
Dawson to put into port. He grinned as he 
thought that here was one of his orders, at 
least, that Dawson would willingiy obey. 

He swung the guilt down, suddenly stiff- 
ened as he contacted warm flesh. He twisted 
his head, jerked bolt upright, and stared down 
at the peaceful, sleeping face of “Peaches” 
Delaneyl 

Her lashes fluttered even as he stared. 
Then her eyes opened languidly and gazed 
up at him with a slowly mounting flame in 
their dusky depths. 

Hilary felt the breath stutter in his throat. 
He tried to snatch his hand away, but his 
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muscles seemed paralyzed. He was conscious 
only of the warm, vibrant contact of her flesh; 
the passionate pleading of her eyes. 

“Don't go, honey boy!” she pleaded softly. 
“There's no use trying to hate me. You might 
even like me a little, if you”d let yourself.” 

“Listen, baby,” Hilary grated. “Liking 
you is just going to be too bad for both of 
us. Pm not drunk, now, but you just can't 
seem to get it into that dizzy head of yours.” 

“Give baby a nice long kiss and forget 
it,” she cooed, pouting a pair of lips that 
— were as delicious as ripe strawberries. 


HILARY TRIED TO CONCENTRATE his burn- 
ing glance through a porthole. He traced the 
sweeping course of a gull until it disap- 
peared beyond the small circle of vision. 
He could feel her warm bosom throbbing 
under his fingers. Suddenly he grinned. 

“AL right, baby,” he surprised her. “But 
first, are you guite sure that you love me?” 

Her eyes shot flames at him. “Enough to 
marry you,” she avowed earnestly. 

“That isn”t enough. Do you love me well 
enough to live with me—on whatever 1 can 
earn?” 

Her eyes wavered the least bit. “What do 
you mean?” 

“The old man has cut me off. I haven”t 
a penny. Do you still love your little Hi- 
lary?” 

Her arms encircled his neck, drawing his 
head down to the soft, twin cushions of her 
throbbing breasts. He felt his heart hammer, 
synchronizing with the pounding beat of hers. 

“Td love you if you kept me in a garret. 
.Kiss me, honey boy!” 

“I can stand it if you can,” he muttered 
hoarsely. 

He closed his eyes as their lips met. He 
felt hers seeking, compelling. He encircled 
her panting body with his arms, tearing the 
flimsy silk of her nightie in his eagerness to 
reveal once more the vrarm, pulsing secrets 
concealed thereby. She whimpered, moulded 
her soft flesh against him. 

“Kiss me, Hilary,” she panted, “kiss me 
and never stopl” 

“You lovely little devil,” Hilary panted, 
a few moments later. “Marrying you was the 
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most satisfying thing T”ve ever done. I'm go- 
ing to faint!” 

“Don't you dare,” she whispered. “The 
yacht will be back in port in another hour— 
and an hour is so short!” 

He stared down at her incredulously. 

“1 talked with Captain Dawson—ast 
night,” she explained. “He's taking me 
back.” 

“Like hell he is!” Hilary scowled. “You're 
staying right here with me. This cruise is 
going to be our honeymoon—and what a 
honeymoon it's turning out to be!” 

Her arms tightened about his neck. He 
thought he heard her sigh. 

“Hilary,” she whispered, tremulously, 
“this isn't a—honeymoon. İt never can be— 
if we prolonged it all summer. We've got to 
go back!” 

Hilary”s scowl deepened. “So you can't 
take it. You're turning out to be just what 
I thought you were—a dirty little gold dig- 
ger. You tricked me and 1 fell for your 
“garret” stuff-—” 

“Nol Um not what you think, Hilary dar- 
ling. Üm not even who you think. Vm—I'm 
not the girl you married!” 


HILARY BREATHED HARD. His fingers sank 
cruelly into the downy flesh of her thigh. 

“Who are you?” he demanded finally. 

Her voice vas faint, her glance all at once 
fearful. 

“Pm Miriam Van Dyk— the other blonde 
at Luigi's. I couldn't stop your'marrying 
Peaches Delaney but—but I can love you 
Just the same.” 

Hilary”s deep set blue eyes were ardent 
flames as they devoured the pinkish glory of 
her face. “Why—why did you do this?” he 
demanded softly. 

“Because 1 wanted you,” she declared pas- 
sionately. “That's why I got a job on your 
father's paper, hoping to be near you, make 
you love mel” 

“And you let me marry a fan dancerl” 


* he accused her bitterly. 


“You”re not really married to Peaches, 
honey boy,” she explained softly. “She tried 
to trick you and collect from your dad be- 
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“I GIVE MY LOVE” 


By 
TOM KANE 


ULILA NORTH could not remember when 
she had been quite so bored. Her face 
was practically expressionless, and she 

was balancing precariously on the tip of her 
spine as she lolled in the wicker armchair 
in the ladies” room. 

Julia was so pretty, that one unconsciously 
glanced at her two or three times to make 
certain that she was really real. Her thick, 
black hair waved back from a high, intelli- 
gent forehead, and there were hidden depths 
in her sombre, almost black eyes. Her nose 
was straight, aristocratic and imperious; and 
her mouth large and sensuous. 

She was dressed in a white satin evening 
gown which revealed more than it concealed, 
and it was guite obvious that she was wear- 
ing absolutely nothing at all underneaih it. 
Her legs were crossed, and one was afforded 
a glimpse of a small foot and bright red 
toenails through the thongs of her sandals. 

Her arms, shoulders and back were bare, 
and her skin was the color of ivory. The 
dress just barely covered her large and full 
breasts. Through the large gaps in the ma- 
terial under her arms, one could see the be- 
ginning of the bulge of them, where they 
moved out from her chest. İn front, through 
the scandalously low V, one could see the 
deep, seductive valley, and her stiff nipples 
dented the satin most attractively. Her 
breasts rose and fell with the regularity of 
her breathing, and it seemed a pity that such 
soft, round and firm mounds of flesh should 
be vasted on the unproductive atmosphere 
of a ladies” room. 

She stood up and crossed to a full-lengih 
mirror. She moved with the grace of a tiger, 
and her wide hips and firm thighs undulated 
as she walked. The gown clung to her as 
though she had grown up inside it, and every 
curve and line of her voluptuous body was 
plainly visible. No wonder her reputation 
was a little shredded around the edges. Her 


body was made for love; and who was she 
to deny such a work of art? 

For a long time, she studied her reflection 
in the mirror. Slowly, she shrugged the 
straps down off her shoulders and bared her 
breasts. A small smile crept across her face 
as she raised her hands and gently ran her 
fingers over the coral nipples. She shuddered 
ecstatically as they stiffened in response to 
her caress. She held her breasts close to- 
gether and gazed at the long, sharp line she 
made. 

Vaguely, she thought of a man. No man 
in particular. Never had she felt so jaded 
in her entire jaded young life. In the mirror, 
she saw the ladies” room door open, and she 
shrugged the shoulder straps back into place. 
She turned to face the newcomer. 

“So here you are,” said Daisy, cheerfully. 
“What in the world are you hiding yourself 
for? The crowd's getting impatient.” 

Julia gazed at the plump, bouyant figure 
of her father”s secretary without a great deal 
of interest. She said, “T”m sick and tired of 
the crowd. 1 came here to be alone.” 

Daisy flopped dovm into an armchair. She 
said, “Pve never had such a good time in 
my life.” She giggled. “And to think the 
Judge pays extra to keep tabs on you. | 
ought to pay for the job, really.” 

Julia smiled and lowered herself to the 
window sill, She gazed listlessly out onto El 
Prado. “You'1l damned soon get sick of it,” 
she said. “There was a time when Havana 
was always an adventure to me. Now, it's 
like going to Brooklyn on the subway. Ex- 
cept that Üve never been to Brooklyn, and 
Pve never ridden in the subway. Maybe Td 
like it.” 

Daisy did not seem to be listening. She 
was curled up in the big chair, and there 
was an inane smile on her pleasant face. 
Julia stared at her. “What's the matter with 
you?” she asked. 
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Daisy brought herself back to earth. “Pve 
Just seen Santini,” she said, and anyone 
would think she had been having a drink with 
the gods. 

“One of ihe Seven Brothers?” asked Julia. 

Daisy”s pale blue eyes opened wide. “You 
haven”t heard the Judge speak of Santini?” 
she cried, incredulously. 

“I have something better to do than listen 
to the bleatings of my father,” answered 
Julia. “Who is this Santini?” 
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“PİL carry on where Santini left 
off, sister,” he said generously. 


“You can go to the devil!” said 
Julia, calmly. 


o . . 
ə. 


DAISY UNCOILED HERSELF and leaned for- 
ward impressively , her elbows on her knees 
and her chin on her hands. “During pro- 
hibition,” she said, in awe stricken tones, 
“he was known as the King of the Bootleg- 
gers. Now he”s the Sultan of Smugglers. And 
I can quite understand how he gets his re- 
putation as a ladies” man. He's positively 
devastating, my dear.” 

Julia's eyes narrowed, and something 
strange happened to her breasts. Casualiy, 


she said, “Where is this man?” 

“Outside.” Daisy fixed her eyes on Julia. 
“Julia,” she said, with mounting horror, 
“you”re not goingto...” 

“Why not?” said Julia, calmly. “Tve 
never met a smuggler. Might be fun.” 

Daisy jumped to her feet. “But Julia,” 
she squeaked, “your father”s reputation. 
Daughter of a judge going with a smuggler. 
"ox ON e 

Julia stared at Daisy appraisingiy. “If 
he”s as notorious as you say he is,” she said, 
suspiciously, “why isn”t he under lock and 
key?” 

“Hes too clever for the authorities. 
They ve never caught him vith the goods.” 

Julia smiled, walked with feline grace to 
a dressing table and sat down. She rana 
powderpuff over her smooth face. “He 
sounds most attractive,” she said; and her 
eyes were glowing, and her heart was beat- 
ing fast. i 

Daisy wrung her plump hands. “The 
Judge,” she whimpered. “He'll kill me if 
he ever finds out.” 

Julia got to her feet. Like a duchess ad- 
dressing a serving maid, she said, “Point 
him out to me.” 

They stood together in the now open door- 
way and looked out into the crowded cab- 
aret. Daisy indicated a tall, broad shoul- 
dered man, standing against the bar. Julia 
nodded. “Go home,” she ordered. “And if 
you say anything to father about this, /// 
kill you . . . by degrees.” She left the 
flustered Daisy standing there and walked 
deliberately up to the bar. She shouldered 
her way ruthlessly to a position beside San- 
tini and rested her elbows on the bar. She 
studied his reflection in the mirror. 

Yes, thought Julia, after awhile, and her 
breasts commenced to swell and her eyes 
grew very bright. Santini had been vatch- 
ing her also, and he smiled. 

“Miss North,” he said; “and how are 
you?” 

“Very well, thank you. You look as if 
you might rhumba. Will you? With me?” 

“TI am honored and flattered,” answered 
Santini, and he sounded about as much like 
a dangerous thug as he dida Japanese 


auctioneer. Julia was surprised and a little 
disappointed. They made their way onto the 
floor. 

Santini could rhumba; and his version of 
the Cuban dance was in no way expurgated. 
Julia matched him step for step, sensuous 
gesture for sensuous gesture, and it was not 
long before they were alone on the floor, and 
the center of all ayes. 


The music finally ceased, and they were 
in each other”s arms. They stood there for 
a moment, breathless, gazing into each other”s 
eyes. They did not hear the applause of the 
delighted erovvd, they did not hear the re- 
guests for an encore; all they heard was 
the pounding of their hearts, and the surge 
of hot blood, as it raced through their veins. 

“Let's get out of here,” whispered Julia. 
Her bosom was rising and falling, and San- 
tini could see the dents made in the satin 
by her flinty nipples. In somewhat of a daze, 
they made their way through the tables and 
into the foyer. “Never mind our clothes.” 

The coolness of the Havana night met them 
on the Prado outside. They stood close, and 
Julia swayed towards him. Santini caught 
her fiercely in his arms, and his fingers 
traced a scorching course along her naked 
back. He held her close in the moonlight, 
and he could feel her round breasts as he 
flattened them against his chest. Julia strain- 
ed against him, and her thighs were pressed 
close against his. A barrage of uncouth 
noises from a' passing cab brought them to 
their senses, and they broke awkwardly 
apart. | 
“Lets go aboard my father's yacht,” said 
Julia. 

Santini drew back. 
am?” he asked. 

6.” 8 

Santini's black eyes held hers. “I have 
killed men,” he said, calmly. “I am Public 
Enemy Number One. And you "are the 
daughter of a man who has been for years 
trying to get me.” Santini's eyes narrowed. 
“It sounds fishy,” he said. 

Julia took a step back and slapped his 
face. “How dare you accuse me of anything 
like that,” she flared up. “TI wanted Santini 
the man. Not Santini the criminal. My 


“You know who 1 
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father knows nothing about it. Thank heav- 
ens!” 

Santini came towards her again, his black 
eyes glittering. “I apologize,” he said, hum- 
bly. “I vvas a fool. Forgive me.” 


SLIGHTLY MOLLIFIED, İULIA smiled and 
linked her arm through his. The animal at- 
traction of Santini was no greater than the 
animal attraction of any number of her men 
friends, but Julia knev that she was con- 
templating something sensational. Selfishly, 
without a thought for anyone but herself, she 
proceeded to go ahead. She hailed a taxi. 
They got in, and she gave the address of the 
dock. The cab was scarcely in motion before 
Santini was at her. 

Svriftly, he slipped his hand into the V 
of her gown and onto her naked breast. İt 
was warm and soft, and he caressed it gently. 
Julia pressed herself against the corner of 
the seat and her eyes drooped. Her own 
hand covered Santini”s, and she commenced 
to tremble. His arm went about her bare 
shoulders and cupped Julia”s breast against 
his palm. He kissed her then, and Julia in- 
serted the tip of her tongue between his lips. 
Santini stiffened, and his hand dropped from 
her breast to her knee. Swiftly he worked up 
the gown. He felt the soft, warm flesh of 
her knee and lower thigh . . . the vrarmih 
of her amazed him . . . Julia was trem- 
bling . . . when the cab ground to a stop. 
With a muttered oath, he flipped down the 
dress and siraightened. Julia laughed. 

“Don't be impatient, caveman . . . we have 
lots of time.” 

They got out, Santini paid the man and 
they stepped aboard a power lighter which 
took them slowly to the white yacht which 
rode at anchor half a mile from shore. Not 
long afterwards, the powerful motors vibrat- 
ing beneath their feet, they stood in the liv- 
ing room of Julia's suite. 

Santini said, “Gee, we didn”t have any 
trouble at all, did we? 1 thought the skipper 
would raise hell, and refuse to shove off with- 
out orders from your father.” 

Julia”s eyes narrowed. “He knows me and 
my temper. He's learned his lesson. How 
about something to drink?” 


“Thanks.” 
30 


Santini sat down and seemed ill at ease. 
Whether or not he was still suspicious was 
not apparent. But his passion, so evident in 
the cab and on the dance floor, seemed to 
have disappeared. He appeared awkward 
and out of place, and he accepted the drink 
which Julia handed him with almost a ser- 
vile manner. Julia noticed it and put it down 
to nervousness. She snuggled close to him 
and allowed him to experience the subtle per- 
fume of her hair. They drank slowly, and 
Santini made no effort to touch her. Julia 
frovmed a little and began to pout. She 
finished her drink, and rose to her feet. She 
said, 

“Make yourself comfortable. TT be back 
in a minute.” Santini said something unin- 
telligible and helped himself to another 
drink. 


WHEN İULIA RETURNED from the other 
room, she had discarded the gown and was 
dressed in a chiffon nightgovm which was 
about as thin as a spider's web. Santini could 
see her ivory colored breasts and her pink, 
firm nipples. Her hips and thighs almost 
fully revealed, undulated as she came to- 
wards him, and her eyes were cloudy with 
suppressed passion. She practically flung 
herself into his arms, and Santini seemed to 
go to pieces. He did not touch her. He mere- 
İy gazed at her as though he were looking 
at the sun. Julia's eyes were closed, and 
she reclined, rigid, in his arms. Slowly her 
eyes opened and she glared at Santini. 

“Well?” she said, sharply. 

“You're the most beautiful thing Pve ever 
seen,” muttered Santini. “You remind me 
of my mother.” Tears were in his eyes. 

Julia leaped to her feet and stood, trem- 
bling with indignation, in the center of the 
boa, “inu 00 > YO 
Whatever it was Santini was will never be 
known for, at that moment, there was a com- 
motion on deck, and the whole yacht shivered 
and vibrated as the engines were slammed 
into reverse. Hoarse shouts reached them 
from above. Santini jumped to his feet, and 
his hand flew to his right armpit. İt came 
away empiy, and he let fly a volley of oaths. 
He flung open the door and raced out on 


deck, Julia; clad in only the nightgown, at 
his heels. | 

This is what they saw. The skipper of the 
yacht, and the five men of the crew stand- 
ing against the rail, their hands above their 
heads. Alongside, secured fore and aft by 
grappling hooks, a low, black power cruiser. x 2 k G 
Aboard her were three men, handkerchiefs e 
about their faces, and two of them covered 
the crew of the yacht with Tommy guns. The 
third held a megaphone to his lips. Through 
the megaphone, came shouts of derisive 
laughter. 

“H this ain”t a perfect set-up!” bellowed 
the man with the megaphone. “İf it aint 


Santini, going high-hat, sailing around in a “Of course, if you want to force 
yacht. Boys, this is good! Santini, old boy, me, İ can't stop you. But | assure 
you vrouldn”t mind doing a pal a favor, would you, you won have a good time.” 
you?” She snapped at him. 
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“What's the game?” yelled Santini, furi- 
ously. 

“Geeze—it's a riot! Waitll yer hear. We 
just got word over the radio, see, that the 
Coast Guard was after us. They ain”t sighted 
us yet, see, but they're on the right course, 
see? We're loaded down wit” about ten thou- 
sand cases of the best, see? What's gonna 
happen? This, Santini. You're going to 
change places wit us, see? Ain't that a 
howl?” The man with the megaphone col- 
lapsed into screams of gargantuan laughter, 
which ceased as suddenly as they had 
started. His voice went suddenly dry and 
harsh. “Come on, youse guys,” he bellowed. 
“Come aboard, or the boys here'll do a little 
sprayin”, see?” 

' The skipper of the yacht and the crew, 
terrifled, their hands still pointing to the 
stars, made their way gingerly onto the heav- 
ing deck of the power cruiser. Santini, mut- 
tering and cursing, was forced to follow. 
The minute they were aboard, the two men 
with the Tommy guns and the man with the 
megaphone made the transfer, and the grap- 
pling hooks were cast off. The two boats 
drifted apart. “Full speed ahead!” shouted 
the man with the megaphone. The yacht, in 
the hands of the smugglers, left the power 
cruiser in its wake. The man with the mega- 
phone approached Julia. 

“DIL carry on where Santini left off, 
sister,” he said generously. 

“You can go to hell,” said Julia, calmly. 

“Heaven, sister . . . with you.” 

Julia treated him to an icy stare, turned 
on her bare heel and headed for her state- 
room. When she tried to close the door, the 
man with the megaphone thrust his foot in- 
side. “Me, too, sister.” 

“Suppose I say no,” said Julia. “What 
then?” 

Megaphone laughed. “Never heard of the 
word,” he said, genially. 


“İULIA HESITATED, REALIZED how helpless 
her position was and stepped away from the 
door. Megaphone entered, closed and locked 
the door and walked to the center of the 
room. He removed his hat, coat and mask 


and tossed them onto a table. Julia and he 
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stared at each other. He was guite young, 
and very good looking. His grin was boyish 
and guite disarming. Julia rather liked the 
looks of him. He said, 

“Baby, what a figure you've got! Let papa 
touch.” 

Julia stiffened as he came towards her, 
and she held her head high. Megaphone ex- 
tended a tentative hand and touched a scarce- 
İy covered breast. Julia chided herself for 
the thrill that shot through her, and she did 
not like the manner in which her breast re- . 
sponded to his touch. İt swelled a little, and 
the nipple grew stiff and hard. Megaphone 
grinned wider. 

“Like it, huh?” he said, pleasantly. 

Julia drew away. “Look here,” she said, 
coldiy, “being made love to by men is not 
a new sensalion to me. 1 like it, But | like 
to bestov my favors. 1 don't like to have 
them taken by force. Of course, if you want 
to force me, I can't stop you. But | assure 
you, you vron”t have a good time.” 


“Before we go any further with this,” said 
Megaphone, “allovr me to tell you my name. 
Its Roger Howard. Mean anything to you?” 

“Sorry,” answered Julia, “my acguaint- 
ance with the underworld is limited.” 

“Yeah—to Santini.” 

“I met him for the first time tonight. He 
attracted me. 1 told you 1 bestov my favors.” 

“Good for you. Let's have a drink.” 

“Help yourself.” 

“Can 1 tempt you?” 

“With a drink—yes.” 

Roger attended to the drinks, talking as 
he did so. He said, “You know that tough 
stuff I gave Santini was a gag. I went to 
Princeton.” 

“Sure, and your mother's the Duchess of 
Newcastle.” 

“Wrong. The Countess of Larchmont. 
You must've heard of her?” 

“I have.” 

“Strange we haven”t met before.” 

They sat down and conversation lagged. 
They sipped their drinks, and Julia began 
to get a little worried. She had an idea she 
was getting in a little too deeply. So far, 
she had alvays been the master in every 
situation she had brought about, and wben 
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the time had come to put an end to that 


fferently towards the strange, good Jul 
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This vras going to be different, because she a smu 
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oking young man. İt would never do for avhile, Roger sa 


“Why don't you go and put some clothes 
on? 1 can see right through you.” 

Julia sfhiled at him. “Don't you like it?” 
she asked. 

“Certainly, 1 like it. The point is, | like 
it too much.” 

“That's impossible.” 

Deliberately, Roger finished his drink and 
set aside his glass. His eyes on hers, he took 
Tulia”s glass out of her hand and put it on 
the floor. She lay back against the sofa and 
gazed at him. For several seconds, Roger 
looked at the rise and fall of her gorgeous, 
almost naked breasts, and his mouth com- 
menced to dry. His hands came towards her, 
and Julia”s eyelids flickered. His fingers ran 
lightly across the chiffon of the nightgovm, 
and Julia shuddered as they passed lightiy 
over her hard nipples. She did not draw away 
from him, and she crossed her legs. Roger 
could see the tint of the satiny flesh of her 
thighs through the thin material, and his hand 
dropped. Julia felt herself slipping. Noth- 
ing was said. 

Roger put his arm about her and drew 
her close. His lips sought and found hers. 
At first, Julia was unresponsive, then, as his 
hand slipped into the top of the nightgown 
and cupped a warm and swelling breast, she 
flung her arms about him and jammed her 
lips passionately to his. She was trembling, 
and Roger could feel the hammering of her 
heart. He released her. 

“You can go away if you want to,” he 
said, softly. Julia did not move. She smiled 
at him. Roger said, “This is probably mad- 
ness . . . but 1 love you.” 

“T know its madness, and tomorrow 
everything'll be changed. But 1 shall love 
you tomorrow and 1 shall always love you. 
I don”t care vhat you are.” 

“Darling.” : 

He drev her to him and slipped the straps 
off her ivory shoulders. He alloved her 
nipples to prevent the complete falling of the 
nightgown for a few seconds, then he care- 
fully steered the chiffon across the rosy points 
and jammed his cupped hands onto the glis- 
tening mounds. The pressure of Julia's arms 
about his neck was all but suffocating. Her 
teeth were chattering, and when she felt 
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Roger”s hand crawling onto her uncovered 
knee, she. uttered a little sigh and relaxed 
in his arms. 

“1 bestow my favors,” she whispered. 
“Unreservedly.” 


İT WAS SOME TIME LATER, and the yacht 
was heading back towards the harbor. Över- 
head an incredible tropic moon shone bril- 
Hiantly, and a soft breeze sighed through the 
rigging. Julia and Roger stood against the 
rail and watched the phosphorescent water as 
it glided, hissing, past. 

“This is the end,” Julia said. “Once we 
get ashore, we don't see each other again. 
I couldn”t do that to Father. Goodness knows 
Pve done enough.” 

Roger's arm encircled her waist. “Ass,” 
he said, lovingiy. “Listen while 1 tell you 
a little story. My name is Roger Howard, 
and 1 happen to be in charge of the govern- 
ments drive against smugglers. For a long 
time we have been trying to trip Santini. 
This was your father's idea. Knowing what 
a nut you are, he knew you'd fall for the 
Santini idea, and Daisy set the trap. You fell 
into it. The whole thing was timed to the 
second and it worked out according to plan. 
Almost according to plan.” 

İn spite of her surprise, Julia said, “What 
went wrong?” | 

“Nothing went wrong. But neither your 
father nor 1 dared to hope that you'd fall in 
love with me. That was too much.” 

Julia laughed and snuggled close to him. 
“T should be very angry with you both for 
fooling me, and very sorry for poor Santini. 
But Um not. “And 1 find it a little chilly out 
here, and Td like to go downstairs. Will 
I be seeing you?” 

“A little more than that.” 

They returned to the stateroom and locked 
the door. They stood in the center of the 
room, their lips glued together, and as they 
kissed, Roger slowly but efficiently slipped 
the nightgown down over her shoulders. His 
fingers began to tug at the cord about her 
waist, and Julia's mouth did exciting things 
to his lips. Her eyes were closed. Roger”s 
were not, and that was why he was able to 
steer her to the sofa without tripping over 
the nighigown. 


South American İntrigue 


By E. J. CRESCENT 


UTTE apart from the fact that she was 

worth an enormous amount of money, 

Carl Sehroeder broke down and ad- 

mitted that Madge Benson was one of the 
prettiest girls he had ever seen anywhere. 
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He watched her critically as she walked 
from group to group in the drawing room 
of her dead father's house on Prado della 
Corozon, in the city of Buenos Aires, and 
his heart action guickened. 

Carl was a good looking man of about 
thirty-two or so. Tall, vvell-built and care- 
fully tailored. His hair was thick and black, 
and, except for his eyes, his face was open 
and frank. His eyes veere a little too small 
and a little too close together. Avaricious 
to the point of cruelty. They glowed now 
with suppressed passion as they followed 
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Madge about the large, high ceilinged room. 

Madge's hair was the color of spun gold, 
and so perfectly coiffeured, it might easily 
have been a wig. Not a hair was out of place, 


— and it waved evenly about her forehead and 


“Pve lied abomin- 
ably to you,” Patsy 
whispered softly. 
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ears. Her eyes vvere dark, liquid brovm, and 
they were set in heavy, almost black lashes. 
Her nose was straight, and the nostrils flared. 
She had a large, sensuous mouth, and when 
she smiled, which she did a great deal of 
the time, she revealed two rows of small, 
perfect teeth. 

She was dressed in a slinky black eve- 
ning gown which revealed a great deal more 
than it concealed. Judging by the manner in 
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which it clung, wrinkleless, to her rounded 
body, she was wearing nothing under it. İn 
the back, it was cut down to the waist. Her 
flesh was white, and glistened dully in the 
bright lights. Two thin strips of material 
kept the gown on her shoulders, and a dia- 
mond brooch held the daring V together in 
front. One could see more than the outline 
of large, perfect breasts, and the valley be- 
tween them was soft and deep. Her thighs, 
hugged tenaciously by the velvet, were monu- 
mental in their strength and roundness, and 
occasionally, one caught a glimpse of small, 
trim ankles. Pink toes peeped from betveen 
the silver straps of her spike heeled slip- 
pers. She was holding a stemmed champagne 
glass in her slender fingers. As the South 
American orchestra launched into the wist- 
ful strains of “Lamento Borincafo”, she 
found herself opposite the appreciative Carl. 
Madge slipped into his arms, and they glided 
across the polished floor. 

She said, “My first party in Buenos Aires, 
what d'you think of it?” 

“Swell. Couldn”t be better.” 

Madge moved closer to him as the floor 
commenced to fill, and Carl could smell the 
subtle perfume of her. The feel of her soft 
flesh beneaih his hand, and her round breasts 
pressed so tightly against his chest, caused 
his blood to course through his veins. Lean- 
ing back against his arm, Madge smiled and 
said, 

“You dont think its too soon after 
Father”s death to have a party?” 

“No. VVhere did you get the people from? 
You haven”t been here long enough to meet 
many.” 

“ Appleton, the firm”s lawyer, arranged the 
whole thing. 1 guess they”re the “right 
people”.” 

“They certainly look it.” 

Madge came close to him again, and her 
arm seemed to tighten about his neck. 
Seemed to. Carl could not be certain. She 
said, “Funny thing. When you worked for 
Dad back in the States, we never even met. 
Here, having met less than a week ago, we're 
dancing together.” 

“We were both otherwise occupied in the 
States.” 
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“Are you going to be made general man- 
ager, and stay out here?” 

Carl smiled and shrugged his shoulders. 
“That remains to be seen,” he said. “They 
sent two of us from the Home Office. Ken 
Stewart and myself. They gave us three 
months to do what we could. Then they”ll 
make a choice.” 

Madge smiled. “Who's in the lead?” she 
asked. 

“1 dunno.” 

“You seem to have the edge. 1 haven't 
even met Ken Stewart.” 

“He”s a funny duck. Likes to go off by 
himself.” Carl's eyes held hers. Slovly, he 
said, “Have you got much to say about the 
appointment of the nev General Manager?” 

“Why not? Dad had the controlling in- 
terest in the business, and 1 inherited it.” 

Carl nodded. They had reached an open 
French window, and with great delicacy and 
taci, Carl managed to steer his partner 
through it and onto the moonlit balcony. 
They walked to the stone parapet and gazed 
out across the lights of “The Paris of South 
America”, From behind them came the fiery 
music of “Adios Muchachos”. 

Carl said, “Would I sound very trite if 
I told you you were the loveliest girl ve 
ever seen?” 

Madge laughed. “Tm afraid so,” she said. 
“But a triteness which is easily forgiven.” 

Carl's well manicured hand covered hers 
as itlay on the parapet. Madge did not draw 
hers away. “Tve fallen in love with you,” 
said Carl, unemotionally. 

“Don't be silly. VVe”ve only known each 
other five days.” 

Carl took her by the shoulders and turned 
her so that she faced him. Their eyes met. 
Gently he drevr her to him, and his lips 
sought and found hers. He put his arms 
about her and held her close. He could feel 
the crushed outline of her breasts against his 
starched shirt. His hands traveled dovm her 
naked back and onto her hips. Madge moved 
and her arms went lightly about his neck. 
Carl”s hands went still lover, and he held 
her close against him. 

He could feel the pounding of her heart, 
and he smiled triumphantly in the darkness. 


“I think need better go 
in,” she said unsteadily. 

“Not yet, 
Carl, huskily. 
ne. 
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Money for jam! Gently he pushed her away 
from him and his hands went towards the 
ihin straps holding the gown on her shoul- 
ders. Madge said nothing, neither did she 
move as the straps were drawn down her 
arms and her breasts exposed. They looked 
almost blue in the moonlight. Blue, round 
and soft. The nipples, small and tight, 
fanned by the soft, salt-laden wind, stiffened 
and Carl bent his head. Again his arms went 
about her, and his lips brushed the soft white 
flesh of her shining throat. 

He could hear the uproar of Madge's 
heart, and she was trembling a little. Carl's 
head moved, and the next thing Madge knew, 
he was passionately kissing eyes, mouth, 
shoulders. .... With a little ery, she pushed 
him away from her and shrugged the straps 
back into place. 

Unsteadily, she said, “1 think we'd better 
go in.” 

“Not yet,” said Carl, huskily. “There are 
tula 

Madge raised her hand. “No,” she said, 
imperiously. “T m not sure. I must be sure. 
I must think. There is too much at stake. 
Let's go inside before they miss us.” 

VVith a very bad grace, Carl steered her 
back to the French window, and they entered 
the drawing room. For a second or two, they 
stood chatting; then Madge left him, and he 
did not see her again that night. 


THE CAFE İNTERNACIONAL was not adump 
in any sense of the word. lt was in the base- 
ment of a guite decent hotel, and was pat- 
ronized by most of the night owls of Buenos 
Aires. 

Ken Stewart, alone and in evening dress, 
sat at a ringside table and took in the floor 
show. İt was not very good, and it was not 
very bad. He had seen better and he had 
seen Worse. Most of the girls in the lineup 
looked like American girls, and he felt a 
little sorry for them. They looked tired and 
frightened, and their professional smiles 
were obviously a terrific strain. More than 
one of them looked anxiously across at him, 
but Ken did not return their smiles. He 
was not interested. 

He was a handsome chap, and his straight, 
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blond hair was thick and neat. His eyes 
were grey and frank, his chin and nose good, 
and he had the physigue of a star fullback. 
His well cut evening clothes fitted him per- 
fectly, and it was small wonder the girls 
gazed longingiy at him. 

He glanced at his watch. Two-thirty. 
Smothering a yawn, he prepared to leave. 
He had even risen, when he saw her. She 
slunk like a tiger into the circle of amber 
light thrown on the dance floor; and she 
positively exuded passion. 

Her hair was the color of night, absolutely 

“straight, and it shone like a cap of gleaming 
metal. İt was parted severely in the center 
and rolled on the nape of her neck. Her 
dark eyes flashed in the light, and Ken could 
actually see the shadows cast on her cheeks 
by her incredible eyelashes. Her face was 
oval, pale and lovely. 

She was daringly dressed in a sheath of 
flaming velvet, and it clung to her like a label 
on a bottle. Every lush line and curve was 
there to see; her smooth, naked back, the 
outline of her marvelous breasts, the seduc- 
tive swell of her wide hips and her legs 
were enough to drive one mad. İn her, as 
she stood there in the amber light, was per- 
sonified every passionate woman who had 
slunk through the pages of history. 


Ken lowered himself in his chair, and his 
eyes held her. Fascinated, he watched the 
rise and fall of her breasts as she waited, 
motionless, for the orchestra to finish the in- 
troduction. They vvere the most beautiful 
breasts he had ever seen, and Ken”s hands 
clenched and unclenched on the tablecloth. 

The girl started to sing. She sang in 
English, and her voice was rich, deep and 
low. Her accent told Ken that she was 
American. She sang “Can't We Be Friends?” 

At the finish of the number Ken clapped 


so enthusiastically, the girl singled him out, 
and she turned her magnificent eyes in his 
direction. A smile touched the corners of 
her lips, and she bowed slightly. She sang 
again. “Stardust”. Ken was leaning forward 
across the table, and the girl seemed to be 
singing the number directly at him. Her 
voice trailed away after the last few throb- 
bing notes, and the amber light went slowly 


out. When the dancing lights flashed on, the “Patsy Dooley. From New York. You 
girl was gone. Ken beckoned to a waiter and like her?” 


told him he wanted to speak to the manager. “1 was about to leave when she appeared. 
Vd like to meet her.” 
THE MANAGER, SMALL, dark and. plump, The manager subjected Ken to a close 


boved and sat down in the chair indicated serutiny. Finally, smiling, he shook his head. 
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“I thought this 
was all you 
were wearing!” 


he gasped. 


“She is not for you,” he said. 


“Why not?” Ken flicked ash from his 
by Ken. Ken offered him a cigarette, lighted cigarette. 


one himself and leaned back in the chair. The manager leaned forward across the 
Casually, he said, “What is the name of small table. “Sehor,” he said, earnestly, “1 
your singer?” have no desire whatsoever to cast slurs on 
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your countrywomen: But when an American 
girl consents to sing in a Buenos Aires cafe 
of this calibre, you can depend on it . . . 
there is something wrong.” 

“Does that have to follow?” asked Ken, 
coldiy. 

“Always, Sefor. I have been in this busi- 
ness a good many years, and 1 have never 
known it to fail, I know nothing about Miss 
Dooley but vhat she has chosen to tell me. 
Experience fills in the blanks she left in her 
narrative. My advice to you, Sefor, is . . . 
let the girl alone.” 

“1 want to meet her,” insisted Ken. “There 
is something about that girl.” 

“Something,” conceded the manager dry- 
İy, “discovered many years ago by many 
men.” 

“1 think you're mistaken,” said Ken, stub- 
bornly. “1 should like to meet her.” 

The manager shrugged his shoulders ex- 
pressively and got to his feet. VVithout an- 
other word, he made his way between the 
tables towards the rear of the room. 

For some little time, Ken and Patsy sat 
opposite each other and just looked. Then 
Patsy smiled. She had a charming, rather a 
sad smile, and her teeth were lovely. She 
said, 

“Now you”ve got me here, what're you 
going to do vrith me?” . 

“Just look at you. You”re the loveliest 
“thing Pve ever seen.” 

“G'wan!” said Patsy, gruffiy. But she was 
very pleased. “That's an old line.” 

“Not with me it isn”t,” retorted Ken, stiff- 
İy. “As a rule Pm not susceptible, but Pve 
fallen for you like the proverbial ton of 
bricks.” 

Patsy waved her cigarette. Through the 
V in her dress, Ken could see all but the 
actual nipples of her breasts, and his throat 
was getting a little dry. Patsy said, “That's 
because you're homesick. What're you do- 
ing down here? What's your name?” 

“Kenneth Stewart. Um with the Benson 
Import and Export Company.” 

Patsy” s eyes clouded. “T ve heard of 
them,” she said. “They”re pretty snooty. 
Better not be seen with me. They wouldn't 
like it.” 
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“What I do in my leisure hours has noth- 
ing to do with them,” said Ken. He turned 
to her suddenly. “What time d”you get 
through?” Patsy told him. “Can 1 take you 
home?” 

Patsy shook her head. “1 live with another 
girl. She”s in the chorus here.” 

“1 have an apartment,” said Ken. 

Patsy gazed at him. She said, “If I say 
“yes”, you "II think Pm a chippy . . . ifl 
say “no”, Vİl be sorry.” 

yal be waiting for you then,” said Ken. 

“I suppose you know what you're doing,” 
said Patsy. She rose and left the table. 


A LITTLE GINGERLY, PATSY preceded Ken 
into the living room of the apartment. He 
switched on some standard lamps and re- 


- Heved her of her wrap. She walked about, 


looking at the few pictures, while Ken made 
drinks. She was flushed, and she tore con- 
stantly at her small, lace handkerchief. When 
Ken reentered the room with the tray, she 
vras standing in the center of the floor. She 
önid, “>. 

“Ken, Pm going. This has gone far 
enough. İf you get mixed up with me, it'li 
mean suicide for you in Buenos Aires.” 

Ken put down the tray and came towards 
her. Placing his strong hands on her bare 
shoulders, he gazed down into her liguid eyes. 
He said, “Patsy, Tve told this to no other 
woman. 1 love you. 1 loved you the minute 
you stepped out onto that floor. If you'l! 
have me, yow'll make me the happiest man 
in the world by marrying me.” i 

Patsy swayed towards him. 
know what you're saying,” she said. 
means the end for you.” 

“1 don't care about that. We can go back 
to the States and begin all over again. TPve 
got a little put aside.” 

His arms were about her, and she was 
leaning against him. He could smell the per- 
fume of her hair and her head was resting 
against his chest. He could feel her breasts 
as they were crushed against him, and Patsy 
did not interfere when he gently led her to 
the couch. They sat down, and she leaned 
against the soft cushions. Her eyes vere 


half shut, and there was a small smile on 


“You don”t 
“Tt 
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and Patsy did not answer until they were 
safely in his apartment, and the door was 
closed and locked. Without taking off her 
wrap, she stood in the center of the floor 
and faced him. She said, 

“You realize fully that it means the end 
of your career in South America, don't you, 
Ken?” 

“Ido, and 1 don't care. You come first.” 

“Then Tl marry you.” 

She removed the cloak and came into his 
arms. They sat down, and Ken, his eyes 
blazing passionately, stripped off the evening 
gown. : Patsy, stunned by the ferocity of his 
excitement, lay guaking among the pillows. 
Her eyes stared into his and her arms reached 
for his neck. She pulled his face down to 
hers and, while his hands traced red hot 
trails over her naked body, she pressed her 
lips to his and kissed him as though she 
never wanted to let him go. 

Long afterwards, they sat calmly side by 
side on the couch. Cigarettes glowed in the 
gloom, and both were thoughtful. Patsy 
again broke the pregnant silence. She said, 

“Ken, you're going to hate me; but ve 
lied abominably to you.” 

Ken faced her. He was smiling. “Yes?” 
he said. 

“Vm Madge Benson . . 
Dooley.” 

Ken started, then he grinned. “Don”t be 
silly. A friend of mine, Carl Schroeder, is 
running around with her. He tells me that 
she”s a blonde and that he”s going to marry 
her.” 

“She was a blonde when Carl tried to 
make love to her, because she wore a wig. 
This is my own hair, and Carl isn”t going to 
marry me, because you are.” 

Ken ran his hand across his eyes. “I don't 


. not Patsy 


get it,” he said, vearily. 

The erstwhile Patsy Dooley moved closer 
to him on the sofa, and her bare leg pressed 
against his. She said, “TI tell all. TI ar- 
rived in Buenos Aires just in time to witness 
the departure of my father from this world. 
İn spite of the fact that we had never got 
along, and that he thoroughly disapproved 
of me, thinking me wild and useless, he left 
me all his money. Of course there vas a 
catch to it. 1 had to marry within two months 
of his death a man who would pass muster 
with the executor of the estate. So far, so 
goodl 

“As Madge Benson, heiress, I could have 
my pick of men; but they would be marry- 
ing me for my money. Not good enough. 
I evolved the cafe idea myself, Any decent 
man who would be willing to marry a girl 
out of a Buenos Aires cafe, must be doing 
it for love and for no other reason.” She 
glanced at him archly. “Are you sure you 
didn”t knov all the time?” she asked. 

“I did not know. And 1 don't like being 
made a fool of. If 1 didn”t love you, Td 
break the engagement. As it is .. . ” He 
reached for her, pulled her towards him. ... 

A pair of abbreviated black silk panties 
was all she was wearing. 

Without a word, Ken stretched his hand 
toward her white flesh and raised his head. 
Madge stiffened. Ken”s hand lingered on the 
smooth flesh of her bosom, straying just a 
little. 
 Madge allowed him to caress her. Then 
her arms were about his neck. Almost 
hoarsely, she whispered, 

“H that's what 1 get for making a fool out 
of you . . . T”m going to get in a huge supply 
of dunce caps! Do something . . . 1” 

Something vvas done. . . . 


SIN AND SUCH 


By DON KING 


PERSONALITY CONTEST VON BY 
LOCAL GIRL 


MARGARET KING GIVEN 
SCREEN CONTRACT 

Nev York, N. Y.—Miss Margaret King, 
a cute, nineteen year old blonde, was today 
chosen as “Miss Personality” in a national 
contest. Miss King leaves immediately for 
Hollywood to fulfill a 90 day contract award- 
ed her by the Super Studios. 

“1 cant believe its true,” Miss King said 
when informed of her victory. “I hope to 
make the judges and the public proud of me.” 
NA33 6-DAYTON OH10 
MISS MARGARET KING 
EN ROUTE 20TH CENTURY LIMITED 
ALL THE LUCK IN THE WORLD STOP WILL BUY 
TWENTY TICKETS TO YOUR FIRST PICTURE STOP 


LOVE AND KISSES NEVER STOP 
EDDIE 


BB21 7-MARION OHI0 

MISS MARGARET KING 

EN ROUTE 20TH CENTURY LIMITED 

HISH I WAS IN YOUR BOOTS STOP GİVE MY LOVE 
TO CLARK GABLE STOP WILL WATCH EDDIE FOR YOU 
STOP LOVE vi 


Tuesday, 10 P. M. 
Darling Kay: 

Well, here I am headed for Hollywood! 
You can't imagine the ihrill I got when 1 
stepped on the train at the station and heard 
all the cameras clicking. I felt like Greta 
Garbo. Mr. Lawlor, the press agent for Super 
Films (by the way, he asked me to call him 
Joe because that is his first name) was very 
nice to me all the way through. When ve 
were up in the hotel room and he was get- 
ting me ready to sign the contract he told me 
I would take Hollywood by storm. He said 
that 1 had personality plus in a bathing suit 
and coming from him | guess that means 
something, don”t you think? 

How did T look in the bathing suit at Madi- 
son Square Garden? TI was a little nervous 
because the suit was so thin and my breasts 


stuck out so far. Could you see the tips from 
where you sat? They were jiggling like mad 
when 1 walked across the platform. Maybe 
that's why I won, huh? 

Joe—ihat's Mr. Lawlor, the press agent— 
asked me whether | was wearing a brassiere. 
Can you imagine? He didn”t believe me when 
I told him no in the hotel room. He had to 
find out! I guess 1 blushed when he touched 
me but it was nice! Before we went to the 
train he kissed me good-bye and 1 suppose 
he didn'i believe yet that I wasn't wearing a 
brassiere because he squeezed my breasts 
again. 

Well, we got to Chicago in the morning 
and | suppose they”ll take more pictures of 
me stepping off the train. Joe said not to 
forget to lift my skirts up and show my legs. 
He says that's part of my personality. There's 
a tall, dark and handsome man on the train. 
He gave me the eye in the diner. He might be 
Clark Gable for all I know. Will you write 


: ? 
again soon? 
Loads of İove, 

MARGIE. 


P. S.—Don”t tell Eddie about Joe feeling my 
breasts. He might not understand that it 
was simply business. 


RL72 5-CHEYENNE WYO 

MISS MARGARET KING 

EN ROUTE 20TH CENTURY LIMITED 

DONT LET MEN PAW YOU EVEN FOR BUSINESS STOP 
IF THEY GET INSULTING SLAP THETR FACES 

STOP I WILL STAND BEHIND YOU MUCH LOVE 


EDDIE 


Dearest Margie: Thursday Night Late, 


I got your letter this morning but 1 am 
answering it now because a terrible thing has 
happened. 1 asked the man at the post office 
if it would catch you if 1 sent it Air Mail 
and he said it vould at Salt Lake City. 1 
do hope you get it. 

This is vhat happened. 1 got your letter 
this morning as 1 said and of course 1 called 
Eddie up and told him 1 had heard from you 
but I didn”t mention a word about what Joe 
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—Mr. Lawlor—did, because 1 knev he would 
have a French fit. Well, anyway, he told me 
he got a letter from you, too, and would come 
over tonight and show it to me. 


Well, he came over about nine o'clock and 
he looked like he was down in the dumps. 
I cheered him up a little bit and then he asked 
me to show him your letter to me. 1 almost 
got heart failure. 1 told him 1 left it in the 
oflice, but really 1 had it folded up and stuck 
in my bodice. 

Well, we turned on the radio and danced 
a little bit and then vve sat on the couch and 
before 1 knev it Eddie had your letter! For 
the life of me I don't know how he got it! 
Margie, he just burned up when he read it. 
He said he was going to fly after you and 
spank hell out of you and all that stuff. 1 
quieted him down but anyway he said he was 
going to send you a telegram. Did he? 

Othervvise everything is the same here. My 
boss—Mr. Flagenheim—called me in today 
and asked me to sit on his lap. Mmm, has 
he got nervous hands. 1 suppose Pll get a 
raise. Here”s hoping. 


Love, 
Kay. 
Hotel Carlisle 
Hollywood, California 
Sunday, 


Dear Kay: 

Such excitement! You”d imagine İ was 
the Queen of Siam or something! There were 
at least a dozen cameras at the station and 
hundreds of people craning their necks. 1 
know I must have looked like a beet when 1 
got down to the platform. Joan Crawford 
was on the train, too. 


About Eddie. 1 can't imagine how he got 
hold of the letter if, as you say, it was folded 
up and stuck away in your dress bodice. 
However, that isn”t important. 1 am ashamed 
of Eddie for being such a big, jealous fool. 
He should know that in business you do a 
lot of things that you can't help. | got his 
telegram even though he sent it in care of 
the 20th Century Limited train which does 
not go beyond Chicago. From Chicago we 
took the Big Chief. nəş 

I must tell you vhat happened on the 20th 


Century. I guess 1 was born under a lucky 
star all right. Remember 1 wrote you about 
a tall, dark, handsome man who eyed me up 
in the diner. Well, the next morning he was 
sitting next to me in the Lounge Car and be- 
fore 1 knew it he leaned over and said: “Ex- 
cuse me, but aren't you Jean Harlow?” 

Was 1 thrilled and excited! Imagine being 
mistaken for Jean Harlow! T guess it would 
make any ordinary girl faint dead away. 
But 1 just gave him a nice big smile and 1 
said: “No, İm not, but I am in the movies 
Just like Jean Harlow.” 

He looked me over from top to bottom 
and then he said: “I would have wagered a 
hundred dollars you were Jean Harlow, but 
now 1 look elosely 1 can see you have a bet- 
ter figure.” 

Whoops! That almost floored me! Can 
you picture a better figure than Jean's? Well, 
we got to talking and it seems he was the 
Sales Manager of a big French lingerie house 
by the name of Stien and Glutz. His name is 
Harvey Long. He said he made the trip out 
to the Coast five times a year to fit all the 
big movie actresses with lingerie. This time 
he was stopping off at Chicago for a few days 
to see a friend of his who is president of nine 
banks. 

Iİ told him my name and he. promised to 
put a good word in for me with Mr. Sam 
Selwald, the head of Super Films. He and 
Sam were like this (fingers crossed ) he said. 

Harvey ordered a few drinks after awhile 
and 1 got very friendly with him. Then he 
asked me how I was fixed for lingerie be- 
cause he had some new models made especi- 
ally for Marlene Dietrich, but if I liked them 
he said he would be glad to give them to me. 

Well, we had a few more drinks and then 
Harvey suggested that we go to his drawing 
room and look over the lingerie. 1 said all 
right. | don't suppose you ever had a fev 
drinks on a train, but let me tell you it's the 
the funniest feeling. Harvey had to prac- 
tically carry me to the drawing room | was 
so dizzy from the motion of the train. 

Well, we finally got there and 1 never saw 
such lingerie in all my life. You know, the 
kind you see advertised by Saks Fifth Ave- 
nue, With lace and everything. 


I told Harvey 1 couldn't take anything so 
expensive but he said to forget it, that 1 would 
probably make it up to him. Since he put it 
that way 1 was willing. He held up a pair of 
pink chiffon panties and said: “Will this fit 
you?” 

I said: “I think so but 1 can” tell.” 

He laughed. “Supposing you try it on?” 

“But TI have to undress,” 1 said. 

He laughed again. “What of it, baby? 
Üve seen more movie stars undressed than 
you can shake a stick at.” 


I must say he was very nice about it. He 
helped me take my dress off because 1 could 
hardly stand up the train was swaying so. 
Only when he got it off did 1 realize that I 
had no slip on and that my breasts were bare. 
I tried to hide them with my hands but my 
hands slipped off. Harvey looked at my 
breasts and 1 could tell by his eyes that he 
thought they were pretty nice. 

“Don't try to hide them, baby,” he said. 
“Things like that shouldn”t be hidden.” He 
put his hands on them and said: “1 guess you 
take a size thirty-four brassiere.” 

I was proud to tell him that 1 never wore 
brassieres and he said he didn”t wonder. 
“How about trying on these panties?” he said. 

By this time 1 couldn”t do a thing for my- 
self because the train was so unsteady that 
Harvey helped me. 

“How about a kiss for luck, Toots?” he 
said. 

I thought it was only fair since he was giv- 
ing me Marlene Dietrich”s panties so 1 kissed 
him. Well, it started out by being just a kiss 
but you know how they kiss in the movies. 
I decided 1 might as well get some training 
since Harvey vas such a nice boy so 1 gave 
him a real pash kiss and everything. 

İt must have been a good one because it 
got him all nervous. He began to sguceze 
me and run his hands up and down my spine. 
Frankly, I don't know vhat happened next. 
The train vas swaying so much that 1 guess 
it put me to sleep. All IT know is that I woke 
up the next morning and 1 was still in Har- 
vey” s drawing room and the new panties he 
had given me were on the floor. Later Har- 
vey told me vve both fell asleep. He thought 


it was a svell joke and so did 1. 
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Don't mention this incident to Eddie be- 
cause he will certainly think there was a 
whole lot more to it than just an innocent 
little thing. 

Well, my hand is sore from writing and 
I must go to bed. Tomorrow 1 take my screen 
test. 

Love, 
MARGIE. 


RS69 8-NL-HOLLYYOOD CAL 

MISS MARGARET KING 

CARE OF SUPER STUDIOS 

YOU DIDNT ANSWER MY TELEGRAM STOP ARE YOU 
LETTING MEN PAW YOU STOP IF YOU ARE COME 
HOME AT ONCE OR I AM NOT UNOFFICIALLY 
ENGAGED TO YOU ANYMORE STOP I LOVE YOU BUT 
.WITHOUT OUTSIDE PAWING ex 


BB42 5-NEW YORK NY 
EDWARD SMITH 
4805 WEST 117 ST 
DONT BE A FOOL STOP BUSINESS IS BUSINESS 
LOVE LOVE 
MARGIE 


Walter Flagenheim & Co. 
One Hundred Fifth Avenue 
N. 7. €. 
VVednesday, 
Margie, Honey: 

Mr. Flagenheim is out seeing a buyer and 
so | have a fev minutes off to write to you. 
I was thrilled to peanuts when you wrote 
about Harvey and the langeree (that is the 
way its pronounced, by the way). İ guess 
it is true that travel broadens you all right. 
Here I am stuck in an office in New York 
while you are practically seeing the world. 
Well, that's life. 

Eddie came over again last night and 1 
dragged him out to the movies. After that 
we went to the Chinks and then we came home 
and sat and talked. I got a little sore 1 guess 
when Eddie said you had the best figure in the 
whole world. You know to be real truthful, 
your figure doesn't match that perfect figure 
chart we cut out of the movie magazine. | 
am not saying your figure isn”t nice, Margie, 
but you know yourself that your breasts are 
a little too big. Of course they are firm and 
all that but they don't really fit the rest of 
you. 

Well, I guess we both got a little hot under 
the collar so just to prove to Eddie that my 


figure was pretty good 1 took off my dress 
and showed him how I looked in step-ins. 
At first he wasn't interested but when 1 let the 
top of the step-ins down he perked up a little 
bit. After he touched my breasts for the 
longest time he finally had to agree that | 
had a nice figure. 

He left about five in the morning. Neither 
of us knew it was so late. You know how time 
flies. 1 think I hear Mr. Flagenheim coming 
in.. So long. 

Kay. 

P. S5.—I got the raisel 


Super Studios 
“Motion Pictures of Merit” 
Hollywood, Cal. 
Tuesday. 
Dear Kay: 

I am enclosing a clipping from one of the 
big newspapers here. 1 guess that will answer 
your letter about figures. Read what it says 
about displaying my figure. Everybody here 
who has any brains or a big position thinks 
I will be a second Sarah Bernhardt. In fact, 
one man even mentioned that my pictures 
would gross more than Rin Tin Tins when 
he was alive. I did not want to display any 
ignorance so I did not ask who Rin Tin Tin 
was but İ imagine he was some famous Chi- 
nese actor. Anyway, who is Eddie to judge 
figures? Maybe my breasts are big but they 
are full of personality. Otherwise would 1 
be out here in the movies? 

I took my screen test yesterday and I was 
nervous as a cat. Luckily, before I took it 
I happened to meet a cameraman named Leo 
Rose. The cameramen you knov are the 
Big Shots around the studio. If they do not 
turn the cameras there is no picture. Well, 
anyway, | met Leo last night and he very 
kindiy offered to give me some tips on how to 
act. Needless to say | grabbed at the op- 
portunity and we both went to my room at the 
hotel, 

VVell, Leo fixed the room up like a movie 
set and then he said vve vrould have to prac- 
tice some clinches. A “clinch” in the movies 
is when a man and a woman get into each 
other”s arms and kiss. We tried one and Leo 
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THE BECKY SNATCEH 


BY BARNABY TVES 


OV that she was here, Becky was 
scared to death. İt was madness any- 
way, but how was Aunt Jane to know 

there were other dangers for girls than being 
kidnaped? Aunt Jane, at whom every man 
looked with respect and fear, mosily fear. 
No man had ever made a pass at Aunt Jane, 
who doctored gangland fearlessly. 

She had carried Becky away with her 
audacious plan. After years of grueling 
work, it seemed that Becky”s father was final- 
İy to receive twenity-five thousand dollars re- 
ward, as the man who had contributed the 
greatest amount of benefit to humanity that 
year. İmmediately a beautiful and merciless 
gold digger of an artist's model had sunk her 
claws into dad”s purse, or meant to. She had 
turned his silly, middle aged head and he 
had confided to his siter, Jane, that he meant 
to ask June to divorce him. 

Jane had made him wait until after Becky 
came from school, pleading that he must not 
spoil her first few days, and immediately 
upon Becky”s return had gained her ear her- 
self and poured out the mad plan. 

“You're his only child and if you were 
snatched and held for every penny of the 
reward he”ll receive Monday, the golden Li- 
lace would drop him so quick it would make 
his silly head swim. She was mad about an 
artist and it got noised about that he lived 
by his earnings so she dropped him like a 
hot pancake and concentrated upon your dad. 
I warned him if he was as flat as he usually 
is, his Lilace couldn”t see him for dust, but 
he has to be shovm.” 

That was the reason Becky was in the 
smoke filled cafe at the edge of gangland 
this early winter evening, looking for one 
gangster known as English, who would fur- 
nish her with the plans for her kidnaping. 
Aunt Jane was to know where she was every 
minute so it looked perfectly safe. There 
really vrasn”t any reason for Becky to be 
scared to death, but she was. English was in- 


debted to Aunt Jane, his doctor, and if he'd 
xə : 


let any harm come to her niece she wouldn't 
have backed up on the job of tearing him 
from limb to limb? oh no, Becky was as safe . 
in English”s hands as in the hands of her 
lovely, ineffectual mother. 

She couldn”t look into ihe back room of 
Smoky”s place and see the gangster known 
as English, securely trussed up by a hard 
eyed young man. 

He was late and Becky was nervous, but 
the word had gone through Smoky”s to lay 
off the young dame in the corner because she 
was kin to Dr. Jane, so they laid off, though 
more than one took in the tempting rise of 
young breasts that ihrust out the blue crepe 


' blouse very temptingly, the thinly covered 


thighs. 


BECKY SIPPED HER Tom Collins and 
watched the dancers with eyes that were a 
trifle shy because they didn't dance like that 
where she had danced. She wondered if she 
could, then hurriediy retreated and dragged 
forth more modest thoughts. 

“Dance?” İt was like an answer to her 
thoughts, the crisp young voice at her shoul- 
der, and she half turned to look into the hard, 
burning black eyes of a tall young man with 
close clipped, honey colored hair. “English 
is the moniker,” he added carelessly. 

“Oh yes, of course.” Becky rose at once, 
relieved to fınd him minus the broken nose 
and cauliflower ear she had anticipated in 
Aunt Jane's grateful gangster. 

“I suppose you'd rather talk while we 
dance,” Becky added brightly. He mustn”t 
suspect her blue funk. 

“Just as well. There might be some lip 
readers and 1 think by dancing we can draw 
their eyes to our bodies, not our mouths,” 
English said easily, and put his arm about 
Becky and drew her into a step. 

“Here was a perfect dancer,” ran Becky”s 
thoughts, and wondered how a man, who had 
to live like fungus, by night, could develop 
such a hard, lean body or bronzed skin. 


“Well?” she asked a trifle breathlessly, 
because it seemed to her his body was speak- 
ing to hers, a language her body understood. 
She had to get her mind off it or respond 
and that musin't be. İt was what the others 
were doing. This was business. i 

“Um taking you to a place I know. You 


were pressed hard against him and felt swol- 
len as they moved in the dance. Moved, but 
did not dance, for the floor was packed so 
full they couldn't move a step but stood in 
one spot, part of the swaying crowd. English 
kept them moving but it finally davmed on 
Becky the reason she felt so warm and so 
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Becky turned her 
face towards English's 
throat, cuddling closer. 


will go home in a moment and dress in warm 
clothes and start out to mail a letter. 1 will 
be waiting there, and thaf”s the last your folks 
vrill see of you. Game? As game as your 
aunt?” 

Beeky”s dusky head came up. “Um game.” 

“Well finish this dance,” English decided. 
“1 want to see how game you are. Tİl vager 
you vron”t meet me. 1 told them you'd nig; 
a soft little thing like you.” 

He certainly should know how soft she 
was. His body was clamped to hers, fitting 
every curve and hollow. Her full breasis 
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breathless was because English's body was 
moving insidiously against hers, turning her 
to flame. She felt dizzy and shaken or was 
it because her traitor body was responding? 
Surging against English when he stepped 
backward, reaching for him? 

Becky”s cheeks flamed. “Td better go now. 
The place is too crowded for dancing. Will 
you take me to a taxi?” 

“Of course.” He smiled lazily down at 
her, twin devils in his eyes; dancing her ever 
so slightly toward the door, taking advantage 
of that tiny opening and the next, keeping 
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pressed close against her while the jungle 
music from the instruments of ihe negro band 
pounded in Becky”s ears, pounded through 
her body until it was one surging pulse, 
surging against English”s devilishly clever 
body. 

Suddenly Beeky didn”t want to leave the 
dusky, packed cafe. She wanted to stay, held 
close in English”s arms, his lean body play- 
ing its devil tattoo against hers. 

İN Kr m 

İCY AIR AT THE DOOR brought sanity back 
in a rush, and with it shame that she had let 
a gangster move her so. 

“Ten o”cloek at the mail box,” English 
said, putting her into a taxi. “That is, if 
you are game.” 

“T11 be there,” Becky said proudly, and 
the taxi moved off to take her to her own 
corner, where she got out so her mother 
vrouldn”t know Aunt Jane hadn”t brought her 
home. She ran the fev yards to the pretty 
Dutch colonial where the three of them had 
been so happy until dad suddenly became a 
mark for gold diggers. 

Her mother looked up eagerly, then sank 
back. “1 thought it was your father,” she 
said, with a faint sigh. “He's late.” 

“1 think he was meeting Aunt Jane,” lied 
Becky, “but I wanted to write a letter so 
came home ahead.” She ran up the stairs, 
ashamed of her lies but defiant. Justa few 
days and her dad would be back to the love- 
ly, dusky eyed June, her mother, not staying 
in Lilace's scented arms. 

She”d do anything to bring him back, any- 
ihing. She'd let English tear her body into 
bits if it would bring her father back; then 
her cheeks grew scarlet as she thought of 
English's long brown hands on her white 
body. 

What a fool she was. As big a fool as her 
father, having such thoughts about one of 
Aunt Jane's horrible gangster patients. 

She tubbed and finished with an icy 
shower to teach her overheated body to be- 
have, stepped into briefies of rosy silk and 
lace, buttoned a wool skirt snugly about her 
naked waist, added a sweater blouse over un- 
confined breasts. A big, rough wool coat of 
blue and a blue beret finished her costume. 
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Into the big, flat, blue purse she put her tooth- 
brush, compact and comb and extra handker- 
chiefs. She stopped long enough to address 
and stamp an empiy envelope, then ran down 
the stairs. 

Her father had come in now and was 
shrugging out of his topcoat. He was a hand- 
some brute not in his forties yet. “You were 
at Aunt Jane's after I left,” Becky whispered, 
standing on tiptoe to do it. Then aloud, 
“Hello, dads. Um going to mail a letter to 
my best friend and don't pucker up your 
handsome forehead—it is just ten o”clock and 
no one does any kidnaping so early.” 

He would remember those gay words later 
and think of them all night, and what she 
added. “If you had come home earlier you 
could have taken moms and me to the double 
feature. Some day you'll be sorry you were 
a tired business man and neglected your 
family.” She kissed his cheek, and patted 
her mother on the head and danced to the 
door. “Be seeing you in five minutes.” 

But ten times five minutes had passed be- 
fore they discovered she had not come back. 
June was wondering where she had failed 
Don. She had kept her looks and added 
more. Don was wondering how in the devil 
he was going to break the news to that cute 
kid, Becky, and to June. 

The telephone rang. “Don? This is Jane. 
Is Becky there?” 

“Becky? Why no, she stepped out to mail 
a letter, why?” 

“Someone just called me and told me they 
had Becky and it would cost her father 
tvventy-five grand to get her back safely. 1 
hoped it was a joke.” 


İT WAS A JOKE To Becky, dancing down 
the cold, dark street to the nearby mailbox. 
İn an hour her mother and father would be 
together for life, her father having had his 
scare, and, when he was well scared and 
had parted with his precious prize money, 
which Aunt Jane was to keep until she was 
sure he was gold digger-proof, then return, 
as money sent her by a conscience-stricken 
gangster patient, she”d be back and they'd be . 
three happy people once more. 


Then she'd find herself a lover to marry, 
as handsome as dad, as virile as English. 

A long, low car was drawn up close to 
the mailbox, and a hand reached out of the 
open door and whisked her inside. There was 
a driver in front, but separated by a glass. 

She was a trifle alarmed at seeing two 
men, then reflected it was safer—vhen 
English was one of them. She sank back in 
the seat beside English and smiled a trifle 
shakily. 

“I came, you see.” 

“I was hoping you vrouldn”t,” he said 
harshly, then stared straight ahead, his face 
bitten by bitter lines. They drove endlessly, 
it seemed, and English did not answer when 
she spoke, so finally she lapsed into silence 
that became a deep, exhausted sleep. 

English put his arm around her as he sav 
what had happened and looked down at her 
as street lights of a small town peered in. 
He smiled as though at a joke on himself 
and the devil fires returned to his eyes. Get- 


ting soft, was he, with revenge in his hands. 


He slid his free hand inside Becky”s coat 
and found the sweater and under it the sweet 
young body, nude above the waist. It seemed 
to ease him to be able to run his hand over 
the velvety back. Becky sighed and turned 
her face toward English”s throat, cuddling 
closer. 

For a moment he hesitated, then, with a 
bitter smile, let his hand trail over the firm 
young breasts. They swelled pleasantly at 
his touch and the pressure made Becky whim- 
per with pleasure in her sleep. 

“Your father wouldn't hold his handsome 
head so high if he knew his daughter was 
enjoying my attentions, enjoying them,” he 
repeated, smiling wickediy at the throb of 
the body pressed so close to his. 

He stooped and touched Becky”s mouth 
with his and the lips parted so he could reach 
the soft inner lining of her mouth. 

He could feel the unsteady thumping of 
Becky”s heart under his hand and the flesh 
was taut across her breasis. 

“Rough road now, boss,” 
the speaking tube. 

English took his mouth from Becky”s and 
the sudden cessation awakened Becky. 


, 


came through 


Her entire body ached, her lips felt swol- 
len and feverish. . . . 

What in the name of everything had she 
dreamed, Becky wondered, to get herself into 
such a state. She looked at English in the 


light from the instrument board in front. He 


was still staring steadily ahead, his bitter 
young face İrowning. 

The road was rough for a mile or so and 
flung them about so Becky was glad to see 
reddish glows from windows as the car turned 
into a drive, and know they had reached their 
destination. 


ENGLISH HELPED HER OUT and led her up 
the steps and into a huge room whose only 
light was from the huge fireplaces at either 
end, where leaping fires burned. 

He led her to a chair and Becky sank into 
it trembling from head to foot. If only she 
hadn't dreamed. She was scared to death of 
something. Her own unleashed desires, it 
seemed. 

“Just where are we?” she asked, of the 
guiet man standing near. “We must let Aunt 
Jane know we arrived safely and everything 
has gone as she planned.” 

“Has it?” English asked, a demoniacal 
smile crossing his face. “Um afraid your 
Aunt Jane would have a stroke if she knew 
whose hands you were in. lt so happens that 
a gangster known as English, is well trussed 
up in Smoky”s back room, and he won't dare 
shovr his face to your aunt until 1 tell him 
it is safe. She doesn't know that the apparent- 
İy drunken man in the next booth, heard her 
whole plot and decided to use it to even some 
scores on his own hook. But don't look alarm- 
ed, | am a much more charming ruflian than 
the one she chöse.” 

“But who are you? What is it all about? 
You don't like Aunt Jane?” asked Becky, 
keeping her voice steady with an effort. 

“A friend of the golden Lilace”s—her very 
dear friend, one who expected to marry her 
but foolishly wanted to test her, so claimed 
he vas hard hit. Your father stepped in and 
took her, so 1 took his daughter.” 

“You vron”t ask for ransom then?” 

“Oh yes. I want to strip your father of 
everything he holds dear.” English stretched 
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his long body like the tiger of which he sud- 
denly reminded Becky. 
- The fire caught his hair and turned it into 


soft gold feathers but it was the only soft: 


thing about him. His handsome mouth was 
hard and the devil fire blazed in his hard, 
black eyes. Becky felt terribly afraid, with 
a fear that made her body shrink inside 
her clothes. 


“Tm not to blame for my father's foolish- 


İS 


il İn 
ü 


“You're game, young 
”un,” he remarked, 
admiringly. “Never a 
whimper out of you.” 


ness,” protested Becky, in a shaken voice. 
“As soon as I knew, I helped Aunt Jane 
plan to cure him. You'd have had your Li- 
lace back.” 

“After her charms had been exposed to 
another man”s eyes,” grated English. “But 
never mind, 1 don't intend to hurt you. 1 
intend to pet you and kiss you—for you are 
very kissable, but Tİl send you home un- 
hurt.” 

“Thank you,” choked Becky, her eyes 
fashing fire. 

“Maybe you vron”t thank me, however, 
we'll see. You can take this eouch and T11 
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take the one at the other end. Oh, its a 
chaste fifty feet away and ll put up a 
screen,” said English”s bitter young voice. 
“What shall I call you?” Becky asked. 
“You sound English too.” 
“TI was once, and English will do. A boob 


qasli" 


7 ti 


yə 


English whom Lilace took for a ride think- 
ing 1 did not possess twenty-five dollars, let 
alone twenty-five grand.” English strode 
away the length of the huge room and Becky 
thought he walked like a tiger too, and his 
feet made no noise on the deep rugs under- 
foot. 

She undressed in a panic of haste and be- 
cause she would not ask for sleeping gar- 
ments, slid into the icy sheets of the couch 
and shivered until she had them warmed by 
her body. 
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SUMMER INF ATUATION! 


By PHOEBE HART 


(Conclusion) 


T was just as Aline was about to give up 

that answering voice as absurd and fantas- 

tic, that she heard one of the small panes 
in the French door to the side veranda crash 
and saw Jack's hand poked through the 
broken opening to the key inside. Colonel 
Montgomery heard it, too, for he stood up 
very straight and tried to control his asth- 
matic breathing. But what was even more 
absurd and fantastic still, Taek”s hand was 
on Gerry Chatterly”s body, and Gerry, not 
Jack, was stalking across the room, his eyes 
blazing, his face crimson with fury. 


He spoke to the Colonel first. “Well! So 
the letters from the Clyde Board of Trustees 
didn”t do you any good! You're at it again, 
eh? You're too old to hit! You'd fall into 
a million pieces if I did sock you! But you're 
not too old to take it on the laml . . . so 
scram!” And the Colonel, who had never 
heard the words lam and scram, sensed the 
meaning and . . . lammed and scrum! 

Then to Aline, standing tall and slim above 
her, a great dark giant of a young man: “So 
you broke a date on me this evening! Natur- 
ally you couldn”t give me a fev momenis 
of your time when you could throw a big 
necking party with a hot-shot like Colonel 
Montgomery. Looking for the bats in his 
belfry, darling? Or since 1 wouldn't let you 
read that official report on him to Mr. Wid- 
strom, maybe you thought you'd just breeze 
out here and find out first-hand just why he”s 
being thrown off the Board of Trustees of 
Ciyde University! An old man with a young 
girl complex. Hes perfecily harmless 
though nuts. He wouldn't have done any- 
thing but kiss you!” 

Aline looked at Gerry in amazement. Her 
sparkling blue eyes were lovely when they 
were amazed. 

“And when your mother told me you were 
eoming here . . . well, did you ever see a 
small çar doing 80? No? Just slip into your 
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up the road to Rockville at 80 and get mar- 
ried tonight. After this performance tonight, 
Pve decided you won't be safe without a 
keeper . . . and Um after the job. Why 
the hell should we wait until January first?” 

Gerry set her back from his arms and 
pinned his fraternity pin to her dress, above 
her breast. He was trembling as he did so, 
for both breasts vvere still exposed . . . all 
white and soft and beautifully and rediy 
tipped . . . and he had to pull the lace 
blouse over them and button it to the throat. 
Then he bent and kissed the lace right next 
to his pin. Aline could feel his lips through 
the thin lace. The heat of his mouth went 
through her like some hot liguid, burning, 
searing, setting her on fire. 

“But Gerry!” she stammered, moving back 
from him. “You and Lolital . . . why, you 
two are married to each other. This pin is 
hers and you know it! How dare you come 
to me and ask me to participate in some mock 
wedding! Do you have to stoop that low?” 

“Lolita and 1 married? Whew-w-w-w-w! 
I guess one of Colonel Montgomery”s bats 
has established a permanent residence in your 
belfryl You do need a keeperl Come on, 
Aline, don't stall. Let's get on our way to 
Rockville and a justice of the peace!” 


SHE UNBURDENED HER HEART to him then, 
begging for an explanation of Lolita's visit, 
her lies, his reputation as a philanderer . . . 
all of the things that had come between them 
since that glorious August at Virginia Beach. 
Gerry answered, guestion for guestion, a 
frovm on his brow, his eyes dark and serious. 
Lolita was, he told her, insanely jealous, un- 
scrupulous, stopping at nothing to gain her 
point; he wasn't a philanderer . . . not 
really. 

Before he had met her, Aline, he had had 
an endless succession of girls because not one 
had been able to hold him, not one had been 
able to get him to ask her to marry him. Then 
after Aline had throvm him over, saying she 


never wanted to see him again, he had gone 
back to the old life, shopping around, experi- 


menting as any man would, seeking then a : 


substitute for her which he had never found, 
and which he knew he would never find. 

He was, after all, a one-vvoman man and 
Aline vas his woman. He had known that in 
August. Not for a moment had he doubted it. 
There hadn”t been a minute since that night 
in the canoe when he hadn”t thought of her, 
hadn't longed for her, craved to hold her in 
his arms, to kiss her, fondle her and tell her 
hov much he loved her. 

She was in his arms nov, close to his chest. 
His mouth was just above hers. One of his 
hands was unbuttoning the lace blouse, his 
fingers slipping beneath the frothy material 
and creeping thrillingly and gloriously to her 
breast. When she felt his palm rotating the 
hard red tip, she sighed with ecstasy and 
tightened her arms around his shoulders. 

“Oh, Gerry . . . Gerry!” she whispered 
into his half-parted lips. “That summer in- 
fatuation . . . why! it wasn'tan infatuation 
at all, It vas real. İt will last forever. Well 
always be like this . . . loving each other 

. clinging to each other.” 

“You're tellin ME?” 

“Oh, Gerry, T”m so happy . . . so crazily, 
deliriously happyl” And what normal girl 
vrouldn”t be when a tall, handsome young man 
was ... her in his arms, kissing her fe- 
verishly . . . when a tall, handsome young 
man was proving what an ben virile 
lover he could be! 

Fleetingiy she thought of Jack Keith. She 
could give him a definite answer all right. 
It would be NO. Oh, such a definite NO. 
She couldn't know that she would never see 
Jack again. That he had come for her as 
she had asked him to, had looked in the win- 
dow not more than two seconds before and 
had seen her in Gerry's arms. That he was 
this minute riding slowly toward the city, un- 
shed tears in his eyes, plans for years of big 
game hunting in Africa to forget the seeth- 
ing in his aching brain. 

Gerry's palm was tingling with the soft, 
warm feel of Aline's breast, his legs were 
trembling beneath him, his temples were 
breaking out with damp, hot perspiration. 
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Perhaps he had had a fling vith the girls, 
but never in his life had one affected him as 
Aline did, robbing him of reason, setting his 
pulses wobbling, igniting his brain. If he 
didn't find some place where he and Aline 
could culminate this love scene that they had 
begun, he would go nuts. He swept her up 
into his arms, manfully, and carried her 
through the French doors toward his small 
car that was parked under the side porte- 
cochere of Montgomery Hall. He knew a side 
road that they could turn off into on the 
way to Rockville. 

Aline's full, protruding bosom was bounc- 
ing gleefully beneath his firm chin as he hur- 
ried over the flagstoned porch and down the 
six sguare steps to his car, her whole body 
was quivering against him, showing him that 
she was as eager as he for love. He bent 
his head and pressed his lips to hers, whis- 
pering raptly, “I knov a road, Aline . . . 
a shadowy little road that nothing but an 
assessor”s car and mine could get overl As- 
sessors are never abroad at ten o'clock at 
night . . . for which the gods may be 
praised!” 

Aline, turning on her side in his embrace, 
murmured: “Leadmetoit,Gerry.. . lead 
me to it!” 


SIN AND SUCH 
(Continued from page 49) 


said I was almost perfect except hat 1 needed 
practice. He said when | kissed, to part my 
lips. I did the next time and he held the 
clinch a long time because 1 suppose 1 was 
doing so weli. 

That one made him a little tired so we 
rested. Then we tried one sitting down. He 
pulled my dress up to show a little of my 
thigh and pushed one shoulder of my dress 
down so that half a breast was out in the 
open. That, he said, was a “peekant” (what- 
ever that isl). In no time at all we were 
doing one clinch after the other with Leo's 
hand first on my thigh, then slipping beneath 
the edge of my panties, then on my breasts. 
We tried clinches of every kind. You can 
imagine this got me a little excited and after 
all a girl can't be blamed for getting excited 


when a Big Shot cameraman makes movie 
love to her. 

I guess maybe we just both forgot it was 
practice for my screen test because before 1 
knew it the light was out and Leo was kiss- 
ing me like he meant it. 

I will let you know what picture I am go- 
ing to be in. 


Love, 


MARGIE. 


FR47 6-NL-HOLLYWOOD CAL DONT FONE 

MISS MARGARET KING 

CARE OF SUPER STUDIOS 

YOU DID NOT SAY NOT TO SHOW YOUR LAST LETTER 
TO EDDIE SO I SHOWED IT STOP HE SAID YOU 
HERE STEEPED IN SIN STOP I TRIED TO TALK HIM 
OUT OF IT BUT IT WAS NO USE STOP HE SAYS 

HE IS THROUGH WITH YOU STOP WHAT ə I DO 


SL25 9-NEW YORK NY 

MISS KAY MILLER 

CARE OF FLAGENHETM 

100 FIFTH AVE 

TELL EDDTE TO GO FLY A KITE VITH HIS SIN 

AND SUCH STOP LET HIM BE THROUGH WITH ME 
STOP THE MEN HERE SAY I AM A CINCH SO WHAT DO 


I CARE 
MARGIE 


WS53 6-HOLLYWOOD CAL DONT FONE 
MISS MARGARET KING 
CARE OF SUPER STUDIOS 
I SHOWED EDDIE YOUR TELEGRAM AND HE GÖT 
SORE STOP HE WANTED TO GET EVEN ON YOU S0 
WE WENT OUT AND GOT MARRIED STOP 1 COULD NOT 
TALK HIM OUT OF IT STOP 1 HOPE YOU ARE 
NOT SORE 

KAY 


RF78 6-HOLLYWOOD CAL 
MISS KAY MILLER 
CARE OF FLAGENHETM 
100 FIFTH AVE 
WHY SHOULD I BE SORE STOP I AM THE 
PERSONALITY GIRL AND EDDIE IS JUST EDDIE 
SMITH STOP ANYWAY THEY CALL ME A HOLLYWOOD 
CHIPPY HERE WHICH IS SLANG FOR A SENSATION 
STOP CONGRATULATIONS 

MARGIE 


(So, Margie thinks a “Hollyuood chippy” 
is a sensatlon! Another rib-tickling instal- 
ment of MARGIE IN THE MOVİES will fol- 
low in an early issue. İn the meaniime, in 
order to tell us whether you like this type 
of story write us a card or letter immediate- 
ly. We won't continue unless we hear from 
enough readers saying they want features like 
SIN AND SUCH. Address the Editor of 
Tattle Tales, Detinuer Pub. Co., Wilmington, 


Delaware. Do it noul) 
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Apache L Love, Cave Man Love, Turkish Love, Chorus Giri 
Love 
ER “ith this order only, we include a set of well 
ga glossy Tnisheq ACTUAL photos, com prisine e in all 30 
hrilli poses, made from French originals of which 
— of men and women together. Genuine 'photos for the 
co..eisseur, who wants quality and not guantity. Actual 
contact prints such as you would take with your own camera, 
carefuliy developed to show all details cleariy. 


ATI the above included and sent sealed, prepaid by 
us on receipt of $1. say cash, money order or stamps. 


UR 
BOX 12, STATİON R, Key YORK CITY 
Dept. Q 


LADİES ONLY! 


"DEL AYED: om Bır ner ze əə MOM 


falləl ura relief vrithout pain 
or inconyenience in some ə longest, most discouraging, ab- 
normal əşi — "ə uickly —in only a fev hours in some 


cases! Mrs. G. elayed 9 weeks. Relieved in 10 hours”. 
Mrs. N. H. “1 Box BX worked çiz . other remedies failed”” 
GUARANTEED- PURE-HARM LESS. Constituents used by 
doctors and nurses many years. Used and praised Vİ thou- 
sands grateful women, $2.00. Rushed ə class mai halı 
sealed box, within 1 hour of receipt of order... 
PACKAGE 256. 


B-X PRODUCTS CO., 1505 E. 60th St., R-2, Chicago 


Spiey Photos,-Booklets 


zə Adults Only. Each Book differentiy illustrated. Tille 
& Mack; Magge & Jiges; Toots & Caspar, Harold Tenn, 
i & Moon Mullans; Dumb Dora; Barney 
Google. «Also entirely NUDE pictures unretouched, post 
card size, in appealing & daring positions. 6 Books and 4 
pictures for $1. or all 8 Books & 15 pictures for $2. # 


AMOR byk Aİ CO., ,96 Fifth Ave., Dept. B-127, N.Y. 6 
RÜMR 4 lke 


“k 2557 "aşı “ndə ER 


MEN---Hygienic Goods 


Disease preventatives. Guaranteed 5 yrs. 4 doz. $1.00; 
7 doz. $1.70; 12 doz. for $2.50. Wrapped plain marked 
“Personal”. Catalog free with order, 


EDWARDS PRODUCTS CO. 
Dept. G, 3308 Armitage Ave., Chicago, II. 


PRETTY GIRLS 


Want pen-pals and sweetheart. Tüheir deseriptions and half- 
tone reproductions from photos, appear in ““Cupid”s Columns”, 
the most classic matrimonial magazine published. Copy 
mailed for a dime. Get yours today. 


CUPID”S COLUMNS, ST. PAUL, MINN. 


LONESOME? 


Join one of the most active correspondence clubs in the 
country: several thousand members everywhere. 
(Free particulars. ) 
NATIONAL SOCIAL REGİSTER, 21 Park Row, N. Y. 


DİRECT from FRANCE 


French Private Photos and Spicy Books in Tere 
m Ia Men like. 'Two sample Books and New Cata 
for a $1.00 Bill. Catalogue only 15 cents (stamps). 
NOUVEAUTES PROUVE, Bureau Restant 
PAVILLONS-Sous-BOIS (Seline), France 


Prostate Sufferers 


sta, land acute or chrenic, rheumatism, kidney ir 
binini “alları send for free trial Sara amazing results. 
Endersed by doctors. 


PROSTEX CO., Dept. 85, Miami, Oklahoma 


— Privately Printed 
Cartoon Booklets For Men 


ife, Th 
Lover and His Sweetheart, The Unfaithful Wife, Mabel 
An Artist”s 


Free With the Above Order of Cartoons. Three Groups of 

French Photographs. Originals Imported from Paris. Grou 
No. 1 contains 18 pictures of Beautiful French Models with 
stonis Beauty and ,Datfing Poses taken from 
life. Group No. 2 contains 18 pictures of French Girls and 
Fellovs, in passionate Love Scenes. Group No. 3 containsa 
18 pictures of Naughty French Girl Poses, the kind men 
e to see. All the above pictures are printed on bigi arada 
varli. zeri abərə Bİİ be sen ül Bİ 00 bee 
ove vv e sent you for . Te- 

paid in plain carefully sealed package. > 

MODERN BOOK SHOP 
P. O. Box 1561, 


NUDE PHOTOS 


These are not post cards, but a beautiful bound book 
of 32 glorified girls in unretouched nude photos. 
The “real stuff”. These are full 7x10 live photos. 


You will be surprised and well pleased with this ex- 


cellent dollar value. Get on our mailing list for 
later editions. Special price $1.00. Cash or money 


order, 
ALDON NOVELTY CO. 
P. O. Box 257, Grand Central Station, 
New York City 


Photographs Teli the Story 


Genuine Photos-—AlI Printed on Gloss Photo Paper 5 
Set ““A””—Set of 16 wonderful girl photos in very daring 
and tantalizing poses to show everything to the best advan- 


Set “F””-——16 revealing new cartoons showing stenograph- 
ers experience when the boss is out to lunch, AND HOWH!! 
Set “G””—16 actual photos of men and women together! 
Very intimate, the kind of photos you keep ir: your inside 
pocket and make sure there are no holes in the pocket either. 
Set “X”—Rare set of 8 clear brilliant photos shoving 
actual spanking of girls and young women. Sure to please. 
$1. per set or if this is your first order, all 4 sets $2. 
A 5x8 extremely spicy enlargement free with all $2. orders. 
Express shipments only. - Cash, Stamps, Money Order. 


NOVELTY STUDIO, Dept. 4, Box 499, Rockford, TI. 


BUY DIRECT ex sanrranv aoops 


Finest grade guaranteed Sanitary products. Enormous 
savings. Sell drugstores and Physicians. Sample dozen 
35c. 4 dozen assorted $1.00; gross $2.50. Fresh guar- 
anteed stock. Illustrated catalog of 1000 bargains 10c. 
Catalog and valuable gift items Free with $1.00 order. 
Sent in plain wrapper. Order today. Dept. 949, 

RELIABLE PRODUCTS, 504 S.Crawford, Chicago, TI. 


p- 
piy of: 26 Men and a Girl; A Wife's 0. 


Ilicit Loves 
Minister”s a əə Loves of 
and Beautiful Sara, 

çen Jass; and the W 
30 pages. Any six books for 


GARBER PRESS, 96-5th Ave., Dept.B- 107, New York City 
ERİN 


Sensational Books 
of a Curious Nature 


Unusual Privately Printed, Illustrated Books of Intimate 
Details on Sexualia, əə Sex Secrets, Punishing Tortures 
and other amazing Love Practices. Free Illustrated Cata- 
logue. Send 3c stamp. State Correct Age. Occupation. 
o Minors. FRONCENE COMPANY, 210 Fifth Ave., 


Sulte 1102, Dept. B-6, N. Y. Olty. 


THE BECKY SNATCH 


(Conzinued from page 54) 


ENGLISH CAME BACK and sat dovm on the 
edge of the couch. He had merely removed 
his coat and novr vrore a satin smock, such 
as Russians vrore, over his trousers. 

“You”re a game 'un,” he remarked ad- 
miringly. “Never a whimper out of you. 
Most girls—even Lilace, would be shrieking 
to high heaven. Well, you won't shriek later 
of what happened to you during your abduc- 
tion, because it won't be a subject you can 
introduce in society.” 

“YVhat do you mean?” demanded Becky. 

He shrugged, bent, and silenced her by 
burying his lips in the warm crimson of 
her mouth—a hungry, seeking kiss. 

“You”ve kissed me before—on the way,” 
Becky shivered. 

“And you responded,” English said calm- 
İy, and let his fingers slide down between 
her breasis, his eyes tvvin devils. “Your en- 
tire body responded-—hov it did answer 
minel” 

He drew the blankets down to reveal twin 
delights of white jade tipped with ruby peaks, 
then, as Becky”s hands flew up to cover them, 
he caught her vrists with his free hand and 
once more bent his mouth. 

Becky gasped, then grevr still, as the burn- 
ing kiss went on, as his hand explored the 
delights of her flinching body. 

Becky huddled in the blankets, her eyes 
burning, her mouth burning. 

Something stirred close to her and Becky 
grew rigid, then felt English's arms slide 
under her and lift her, blanket and all, into 
his arms. 

“I cantdo it, Becky, you're too lovely 
and defenseless. I thought 1 could. I was 
used to Lilace's kind—her hard, brittle 
beauty. 1 didn't know there were lovely, little 
girls like you left. Girls no man had touched. 
TI take you home before daylight in the 
morning if yow'll promise not to cry any 
more.” 


Becky became quiet against his shoulder, 
and he held her close. 


“You aren”t a gangster at all, are you?” 


Becky asked slowly. 


“Just a poor devil of an artist who thought 
he had fallen in love with his model, Lilace,” 
he said recklessly, careless of how he be- 
trayed his identity to the girl he had kid- 
naped. 

“Why have you suddenly decided you 
veren”t in love with her?” Becky asked, sit- 
ting up on his knees, careless of exposure, in 
her burning desire to get the truth at all costs. 

“If we could go back to Smokey's cafe, 
and 1 had taken you safely home and left 
you there—ihen some day you”d have had 
a bid for a dub artist”s exhibit and we would 
have met and Td have paid you violent court 
—then I could tell you. Now 1 have for- 
feited the right.” 

“Then Tİ return what you gave me and 
go to bed,” Becky said demurely, and lifted 
a lovely, bruised mouth and pressed it firmliy 
to his. “I don't like to accept things from 
strangers,” she murmured, frovming over the 
light kiss English gave her in return. “Let's 
see, the total ran rather high,” she mused, 
hoping he wouldn't guess how scared she was 
at her own boldness. 


THIS TIME SHE PUT both arms about his 
neck and held his head forward so he had 
to return her kiss with as much fervor as she 
gave. His arms went around her and held 
her close. “We're starting over?” he de- 
manded. 

“Not too far back—about the end of the 
dance we had,” Becky retorted. 

“But that dance would have ended, by 
rights—” began English. 

“Right here,” Becky nodded. “So we can 
go on from there.” 

“TI vron”t, Becky, I said 1 wouldn”t. Maybe 
in three or four weeks—if you are still in 
the same frame of mind about me—” 

“So you mean to keep on torturing me? 
You aren”t sorry at all,” Becky said indig- 
nantly. “Kiss me again and don't struggle 
so.” | 

A weak, wintry sun was peering into the 
windows when Becky stirred. She touched 
English”s mouth with her own with satisfac- 
tory results. “1 love being abducted,” she; 
said blissfully, as he reached hungry arms 


New $tujj Şor Men 
MAGGIE and JIiGGS 


gölə & Mac 
Town 
Models İife, Adam and Eve, K 

d Toots and Alice, 


Beautiful French Models 
Poses taken from Life. All 
prepaid for only $1.00. 

e 3 CARRANO SALES COMPANY 


NEW HAVEN, CONN. Dept. M43-15-TP 


LOVERS OF ART 


"The best buy of the year 
A 256 page full bound book 


“Nudes Betvveen the Gold” 


Printed in a sepia brown and green rotogravure. 


Over 250 poses of the world's most beautiful models, 
shoving the femdle form in all its glory. Only a, 
limited quantity left. Formerly sold for $25.00. Clos- 
ing out this last lot for $5.00. Sent by express only. 
Not sold to minors. State age when ordering, 


ALDON NOVELTY CO. 
P. O. Box 257, Grand Central Sta., New York City 


MANHOOD LOSS: 


with Beautiful Figures in Daring 
the above will be sent you 


0c. extra, 
HOLLOWAY MEDICAL COMPANY 
4304 S. Parkway, Dept. 18, Chicago, TIL 


PERSONAL 912 per 
SANITARY sayaca 


PRODUCTS / INTRODUCTORY 
For PREVENTION g SPECIAL 
De Luxe Package 


Of DISEASE 
— 5 YEAR GUARANTEE — 


Sample assortment 4 dozen $1.00. Sent in plain sealed 
package, prepaid. 
VVESTERN DRUG, Dept. C-1, 608 S. Dearborn, Chicago 


LARGE NUDE PHOTOS 


Set No. 1 Beautiful women in daring poses, 5 art maga- 
zines, 240 photos, $1. Set No. 2 Confessions of a Young 
Girl, Confessions of a, Bell Hop, The VVoman Stealer, 50c 
each, all 3 books, $1. Set No. 3 New 17” Girl Photos, 
Stories and Dravings, $1. All 8 sets $2. talog 10c. 


B.T, BRAUN, P. O. Box 414, Chicago. 


ALL FOR 257 


Special Offer— 50 miniature pictures of handsome 
men and beautiful giris in thrilling love poses—60 
miniature pictures of beautiful giris in snappy poses 
—8 imported art cards—also 12 gay love letters. 
Al for 25c. Send cash or stamps. 


FAMOUS NOVELTY OOMPANY 
80 Irving Place Dept.lG New York Clty 
MEN and VVomen. 8c. stamp brings cat- 
alog of finest Hygienic Goods. 
Fresh Stock. Guaranteed. Best Goods, 


Lowest Prices. Save 50907. 
Rex Drug Co.,Dept.41B, 201 E.35th St.,Chicago 
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TILLIE&«GUS--LatestStuff 


Also TILLIE and MAC. 


CARTOONS — READING MATTER 
And — FRENCH PICTURES 
THE BEST ASSORTMENT EVER 
SOLD FOR $1.00 


Maggie and Jiggs, Dumb Dora, Boss and 
Bubbles, Peaches and Browning, bi 
Stenograplier, A Bachelor's Dream, 
Model's Life, Adam and Eve, Kip ə 
Alice, Harold Teen and Lillums, Toots 
and Casper, The Gumps, Winnie Winkle, 
Gus and Gussie, Barney Google and Spark Plug, Boob Me- 
Nutt and Pearl, Tillie the Toiler, Caveman Love, Chorus 
Girl Love, Turkish Love, Apache Love, Old Maid”s Love, 
Papa Love, Sailors on Shore, What Tom Saw Through the 
Keyhole, When Hubby Comes Home, What the Window 
Washer Saw, Mabel and the Iceman, A Turkish Harem, 
Mexican Love, and 80 Snappy French "Girl Poses, 16 French 
Lovers Pictures, French Men and Women in Passionate 
Love Poses. Also Hula-Hula "RUR, > All the above 
vrill be sent you prepaid for only $ 


, SEA-BREEZE Sə la "HOUSE 
New Haven, Conn. Dept. M43-15-TC 


Use Marvelous MENSTRUA when le POŞETLE 


FORCES REMARKABLY SPEEDY RE in many 
most 2... abnormal delays, vrithout pain, harm or 
inconvenience. specially əə şur where Ordinary 
compounds fail, as OUICKER ACTI nd much easier 
assimilated by body. TYPE DOĞTORS ÖR FER. Costs us 
over 300 percent. more than ördinary compounds, but costs 
you no morel Tasteless, easy to take. Mrs. M. M. “De layed 


9 weeks. 32 box orked, ai alan ... A miracle”. 
253524 5 A eeks.) Won 
derful. Painless.” PUR GUARANTBED! 
2.00. Orders day received, plain sealed box. 


0 net 
€ PRICELESS INFORMATION” free with order. 
PURITY PRODUCTS CO. 
6023 HARPER, Dept. 2-R-5, OHICAGO 


HOLLYWOOD'S FOR 
RETARDEX MEN 


It has meant increased happiness for thousands. 
"The original, from Hollywood, is quick acting, pure. 
Beware of imitations— 


RETARDEX 


is made from harmless ingredients used by doctors 
and dentists. Enjoy real “Er Send $1.00 
TODAY for YOUR tube! C. O. D. $1.15. 


HOLLYVVOOD HYGIENIC PRODUCTS, Inc. 
Dept. B-48, Draver “CO”, Hollywood, Calif. 


HYGIENIC PRODUCTS 


erevent Disease, 3 for 1 Cent. Catalogue Free. 
AĞH TS! Make easy money. Sell our Super Hygienic Goods. 
Everybody "ə qə "ə ə ZƏ el in faster than you can 
count them IF YO R INSTRUCTIONS. Our 
merchandise are fin gən r, ye -tested, and Guaranteed 
Packed beautifuliy, three to a box. E 

E VARIETIES in Large Sample Assortment 
of $1.00. We positively beat All Competition. Send 10c. 
for samples. FREE CATALOGUE and complete details. 


PENN SUPPLY ©O., 12 Penn Bidg., Bayonne, N. 4. 


(0 FREE to Men Only! Four 

ə nk illustrated cartoon 

oklets (vest pocket size) 

titles: Dumb Dorie, Harold ə, Moon lans, and 
Magge & Jiggs, sent free with every order for unretouched 
(single and double) exposures of living nude people (un- 
draped) in bold and alluring 5 each picture differ- 
ent, Post Card Size, and on glossy paper. Send $2 for 25 
position, or $1 for 10 positions. Cash, Stamps or Money 

rder, 


LE AMOR, 2 VVest 15th St., Dept. BB-125, N. Y. City 


NUDE PHOTOS? BOOKLETS 


For Men Only! Genuine Contact Prints, post card size, of 
living Nude Models (undraped & unretouched) in bold and 
daring positions. Also fuliy illustrated cartoon booklets 
titled: Moon Mullans, Dumb Dorie, Tile & Mack, Harold 
em Winnie Winkel, Barney Googel, Toots & r and 
Magge & Jiggs. Five . 5 Pictures for $ o all 


lets and 16 Pictures for 
Le CASETTA, 257 W. 4th St., Dept. B-129, N. Y. City 
ə and Sample Offer of men”s 

women's Personal Specialties 

e Hygienic Disease Preventatives 

as low as 9c dozen. Agents wanted. 

DRIKLEEN PROCESS 
Cor. 69th St. & 4th Ave, Brooklyn, N. Y. 


for her. “But Pm calling Aunt Jane this very 
minute, Wellington Manior-Priestly.” 
She gave her aunt”s number and decided, at 


the immediate response, that the house she 


was imprisoned in was in the same city and 
they had merely driven a round about vay 
to it through outlying villages. 

“Becky? Weve been crazy with worry! 


Where are you! You're not where we agreed 
about.” 


“No, hardly,” Becky murmured, looking 
dovm at the crisp, spilled gold hair that 
edged her bare breast. “Hov”s dad taking 
it?” 

“He turned the twenty-five grand over to 
me this morning to pay for your release. He 
knew they'd contact me. He”s nearly crazy 
but we've kept it from June. She thinks | 
picked you up last night and took you home 
with me. He”s beautifully protective and 
loving, and the Lilace creature, after trying 
to force him not to pay a cent, but to call 
the police—which I would not let him do, 
has left in a huff. Seems she found her artist 
Manior-Priestly, was not the poor man he 
pretended, but a millionaire, so she”s rush- 
ing about trying to locate him. When vill 
you be home?” 


“Wait till I find out,” Becky said, and 
looked at English, into whose unwilling ears 
Aunt Jane's flow of information had gone. 

“After dark tonight, say seven, at her 
office.” 


Becky gave the information, and English 
firmly hung up the receiver in the middle 
of a flood of comment from Aunt Jane. 

“1 want you till then,” he said firmiy. 
“You've got to go over my new house here 
and see what changes you want made because 
there's only six days to do it in. İm giving 
notice of intention to marry one Becky, to- 
morrow morning at eight o”clock. İn the five 
days the law demands, I shall woo you so 
fiercely even your parents will see nothing 
wrong.” 


“You go too fast,” complained Becky. 
“Who said Td marry you?” 


“Yowll have to, darlin. No nice girl 
would permit this, without contemplating im- 
mediate marriage, Um sure.” 


“Tm not a nice girİ—anyway 1 always in- 
tended to marry a poor man and help him 
make his way,” pouted Becky. 

“He can make his way with a very little 
help from you, as you will note,” and English 
illustrated, with lips and hands and body, 
exactİy how even a very rich young man 
could make his way. 


TALENT FOR TWO 
(Continued from page 26) 


fore anyone found out. She's already mar- 
ried—she told me when 1 took her home 
after the—ceremony. 1 got her drunk—and 
confidential.” | 

“And 1 suppose the old man told you that 
I was taking this little trip?” he joked her. 

She nodded. “Yes. After I had told him 
about Peaches. He was so relieved—he's go- 
ing to let us be married—to keep my talent 
in the family!” 

“The family isn”t going to touch your 
talent,” Hilary declared firmly, trying to 
silence the pounding of his heart, and fail. 
ing because he couldn”t stop kissing her. 
“That all belongs to me.” 


Ünder A Sheep-Skin Rug 
(Continued from page 22) 


could awaken a feminine reaction of jealousy 
in you. You hid it remarkably well until 
you got out of the sleigh today and gave 
me a noble tongue lashing!” he laughed. “1 
couldn't use Dahlia, Irma, though TTl admit 
she's a knock-out when it comes to looks! 1 
couldn”t use a woman who had enough man 
in her not to be scared when we were all 
about to be killed. I couldn”t use a woman 
who would slap my face and take the reins 
out of my hands . . . who thinks she can 
drive a runaway sleigh better than I can! 
77 what happened, Irma. Dahlia did 
at! 

“And do you know, all that business of 
pretending she didn't know how to ski and 
skate and toboggan was just a feminine front? 
Why, the girl is as tough as nails. She was 
born and reared in Switzerland and only re- 


on€ vvoman : 


TO ANOTHER 


LADIES TROUBLED WITH DELAY 


t my “Special Relief Compound” AT ONCE. Don't walt 
onger. A gede favorite prescription of many doctors. 
e 


Safe. Harmless. Used over 25 years. 
unusual, overdue, delayed, late appearing abnormaliy 
suppressed menstruations, without pain or inconvenience, 
in ONE TO THREE DAY Women even report suc- 
cessfully relieved after one or two other remedies failed. Don't 
use own or untried remedies when you can get this valu- 
able Compound from me. I.S. “Two months delayed. Flow 
started in one day without pain.” C. L. “Twice delayed two 
and a half months. Each time 
İleved me. Other remedies fail 


Rapidly relieves many 


M OR LESS. 

PILLS OR TABLETS. SATİS ACTION ASSURED vith a 
full treatment or a package FREE. Thousands NOW praise 
it. ESTABLISHED FOR YEARS. Don't let disorders per- 
sist without attempting to check them. SEND NO MONEY. 
Pay Postman plus postage or you can safely 2. on my 
reliability and send $2.00, 3 packages for $4.75. Special 
Formula No. 2 (stronger) for very slov/ responding condi- 
tlons $3.00. Trial 25c stamps or coin. DON'T DELAY. 
Order Today. Private information from a modem woman 
yrith order. MARTHA BEASLEY, Box 22, Northvestern 
Station, Dept. 513, Detroit, Mich. 


Bi Re-Tard-iT eriyen 


E Insist on the only “Original” and enjoy real 
Staying Power with full undetectable control 
and get all those extra thrills. Beware of Im- 
bi itations. Users everywhere praise the one and 
only genuine “Retardit.” Guaranteed harmless 
—non-irritating-—no after eftects. Send $1.00 for full 
size (50 Applications) POSTPATD. (C.O.D. $1.15) 
Trial size 50c. Regain Vitality and Energy with 
“RE-NU-PEP” tablets $2.00. 
complete Hygienic Price lists. 
FREE. Limited Supply. 


WONDER SALES SERVİCE 
1420 N. Spaulding Ave. 


Send 3c stamp for 
Valuable Gift Coupon 


Dept. 226, Chicago, Il. 


SPECİ AL Guaranteed Hygienic Goods 
OFFER Buy Direct—Lovvest Prices 
STERILIZED—- TEARPROOF 
inest Grade Sanitary Necessities. 4 dozen assortment sent 
xə in “laf el e $1.00. FREE! Handy Metal 
ocket Container with 3 rolled merchandise with. every 
$1.00 order. Send 10c today for Perfect sample and fuliy 
illustrated catalogue of personal specialties for men and 


women, 
POSITIVE PRODUCTS CO. .,. 
Dept. 98-B, 6609 Cottage Grove Ave., Chicago, II. 

MEN HELP YOUR GLANDS WITHOUT US- 

ING POWERFUL INTERNAL STIMU- 
LANTS. When the glands weaken from Worry, dissipation, 
etc. —use GLANDVIGO extemally. A real gland stimu- 
lant. Strengthens weak, abused glands. Renews natural 
powers, strength & vigor With quick, lasting results. A 


trial box will quickly convince you. Sent sealed 25c.; large 
box $1.00-—0.O.D. 15c extra. 


Froer & Dean (Dept. B), 1268 Broadway, New York Olty 


MEN---to regain your PEP 


Try and use our FRENCH VITALITY CREAM, a wonder- 
ful embrocation, acting instantiy. Results guaranteed.: The 
tube $1.00 only. Write for information. 


LUC PROUVESKY, Abonne Boite 13 
Livry-Gargan (S.-et-O.) FRANCE, 


Snappy French Girl Photos 


Posed in the “NUDE”—AlI “FRONT VIEWS”—10 for 
$1.00; 30 for $2.00; 50 for $3.00. All different poses. 
Sold to “ADULTS ONLY”. 


€. CREED, 6441 Cottage Grove Avenue, Chicago, III. 


“Facts Every Woman Should Know” 


We don't dare advertise this book very conspicuousiy because 
its the real McCoy and no foolingl A bargain at $1.00. 


ROTHWAY & LaRUE, Publishers, 
Dept. H-3, Box 749, Battle Creek, Mich. 
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ACTUAL REPRODUCTTONS 
Original Photographs 


Made in Paris 


As our SPECTAL and to convince you that we have the 
uff, we offer on GLOSSY FINISH photographic paper, 
well made and clearly developed, the following 4 groups 
of Photos: 
No. 1 Group consisting of 8 Picture Combination 
No. 2 Group consisting of 8 Picture Combination 
No. 8 Group consisting of 12 Picture Combination 
No. 4 Group consisting of 12 Picture Combination 
The above include photos of men and women in interesting 
poses, women alone, etc., all real photos for the Lover of 
Art. Remember, they are all actual reproductions of genuine 
French Pictures. 

Also, with the above, we include a combination of 72 
miniature pictures, 24 of which are of couples, at no extra 
cost. These are included so that you may, if you wish, select 
your own subiects, and we will make up for you, a large 
photographic reproduction, of any size, at moderate prices. 
5— will be actual photographs made from original nega- 

ves. 

FREHE.—Send this ad with your first order and we Will 
also send you absolutely free, the folloving: 12 Love Let- 
ters, read two ways, also some short stories, and an illus- 
trated booklet of interesting cartoon scenes. Get your order 
in NOW and get acquainted. 

EVERYTHING MENTIONED 7 INCLUDED 

ALL FOR $1.0 
7.55 money order or — immediate shipment, 


sent 
LE FLEUR COMPANY 


Dept. E, 548 Melrose Ave., New York City 


Thousands of MEN 
.Use PREVENTOSANIZZ 


Here's “r for men. Recom 
mended many army physicians. 
Blot out tekim o ə zara QO 
risk cost or m. rouble . . . use 
PREVENTOSAN and be safe. 6 long 
e ge with sanitary bags xatıısd 
paid n receipt of -ə Trial tube 
ə AQ NTS WANTE 


PREVENTOSAN LAB., Dept.3502, 18 Warren St., NewYork 


MEN 5007 PROFIT 


Handling our GUARANTEED SANITARY PRODUCTS. 
Sell Drug stores and Physicians. Sample doz. 85e— 
5 doz. $1.00—Gross, $2.00. FREE illustrated list 
with order. Sent in plain vrapper. ALL FRESH, 
GUARANTEED STOCE. Order Today. 


PRO-TEX-DIST. Dept.H-4, 504 Pulaski Rd. ,Chicago,Tll. 


PARI GİRL 


PHOTOS 


When It Comes To Having The Best—That”s Us. (Sure To 

Please.) Our Pictures Are Genuine Photos, Just The Way 

"They A amli? Before The Camera, Not Retouched Pictures, 

Sinsi oses & Girls With Their Fellows. Price 10 Cards 

dr 7 Send Cash Ör Money Order. (None Sold To 
nors 


AREX COMPANY, 2855 Third Ave., N. Y. City, Dept. E-3 


Privatelg Printed Secrets of Sex 


Amazingiy curious stories and Rare, Illustrated Books on 
Unusual Sexual Relations, Painful Tortures, Strange — 
Love Customs, Gorporal -— etc. Send 3c stam 
for FREE Illustrated Catalogu: No Minors. State (uz 
Aze, Occupation. İCORN "ƏUBLIĞATIONS, 149—5th 
Ave., Dept. B-106, N. Y. Cit 


WOW: Men—New Cartoon Booklets, spicy cartoon cards. 

* Just out Harlem de peh & Harlem cuties. Gus 
& Maggie, .. the biçib, isping Lizzie, Gold Tooth 
Gert. Twe in bush, The farmers daughter, Teacher & 
Johnny, "Tvvo old maids, 32 French type girl photos. Whip 
Flirtations, Toe & Min. Great Sex Poem, & Scandals of 
1985. Also e Thrill: All for 50c (money order). Sur- 


priz za 
Pi İİNKLER, 331 - 14th St., Brookiyn, N. Y. 


cently moved to . Baton Rouge! She's a 
champion athlete in about a dozen different 
sporisl I got all this from old Hardesty out 
there in the hall as 1 came in. He”s knovn 
her for ten years or morel 


“Why, Irma, 1 wish you could have felt 
that womân's breasts . . . they're like balls 
of iron. Not a spot of resilieney in them. 
I didn”t know that until today, beneath the 
sheepskin rug. And her arms and legs . . . 
muscle bound, if you know vhat I mean! 
She used some kind of-an opaque povvder at 
night to cover up and look femininel And 
do you know, 1 think 1 saw slight traces of 
hairs having been shaved off her upper lip. 
You know in the glaring sun and all where 
you cant miss a defect . . . ” 


İRMA INTERRUPTED, HER mouth falling so 
apart that Jim sat almost transfixed staring 
at the rosy tip of her little tongue. 


She said, “Jim—is that as far as your 
affair with Dahlia went? 1 mean—nothing 
much happened until today under the sheep- 
skin? Do you swear it?” 


“T swear it,” said Jim. And it was true. 
“T wouldn't have gone that far but you got 
my goat with Hardesty . . . dancing with 
him all the time . . . sitting up there on 
the front seat laughing and talking with 
him... not showing any sign of jealousy 
over Dahlia and me! I mean, 1 didn't see 
how you could care for me and not be jeal- 
ous! TI love a jealous woman!” 


“Well, you've got one, Jim!” laughed 
Irma. “I could have wrung Dahlia's neck 
until her eyes had hung down on strings to 
her cheeks! IT could have killed you for a 
penny! That's how jealous I was!” She 
paused and licked her lips as if getting them 
ready for Jim's kiss, which she was! She 
said, “Lets get married tonight, Jim!” 

“Lets!” eried Jim, erushing her in his 
arms, his hand closing over that provocative 
young breast that had been bobbing in and 
out of the neckline of her blue satin gown, 
tempting him. 

And in the moments that followed nothing 
more was said . but alot was done! 


A FAMOUS 9UDGE Lə”? 
SAYS THAT MOST 
DIVORCES ARE CAUSED 
BY SEX IGNORANCE! |: 

8 When a man and woman who have been mu- 
tually attracted to each other and have enjoyed each 
orher's company separate, there must be some tragic 


misunderstanding. In most cases that misunder- 
$tanding is due to sex ignorance. 


WAY with false modestyl At last a 
famous doctor has told 4// the secrets of 
sex in frank, daring language. No prudish 
beating about the bush, no veiled hints, but 
TRUTH, blazing through 576 pages of 


2.0: straightforvvard facts. 


DRIVING THE ONE 
YOU LOVE INTO THE 
ARMS OF ANOTHER? 


Love is the most magnificent ecstasy in 
the world... know how to hold your loved 
one ... don”t glean half-truths from unre- 
liable sources. Now you can know how to 
end ignorance...fear...and self denial! 


m Learn how to keep the love of your husband or 
wife at the high pitch of thrilling devotion. A 
satisfactory sex life will bind your loved one to 
you for all time. 


PREVENT 
DISEASE 


BANISH 
FEAR 


THI$ BOOK 
NOT SOLD 
TO 
MINORS ALREADY SOLD 


WHAT EVERY MAN SHOULD KNOW 


The Sexual Embrace How to Regain Virility 
Secrets of the Honeymoon Sexual Starvation 

Mistakes of Early Marriage Glands and Sex İnstinct 
Venereal Diseaseş The Truth About Abuse 


WHAT EVERY WOMAN SHOULD KNOW . 


Joys of Perfect Mating How to Attract and Hold Men 
What to Allov: a Lover to Do Sexual Slavery ol Women 

İntimate Feminine Hygiene Essentials of Happy Marriage 
Birtli Control Chart e Sex 


There is no longer any need to pay the 
awful price for one moment of bliss. Read 
the scientific pathological facts told so 
bravely by Dr. Rubin. The chapters on 
venereal disease are alone vvorth the price 
of this book! 


You vvant to know, and you should know every- 
tbing about sex. Sex is no longer asin, a mystery, 
ir is your greatest povver for happiness. You ovve it 
to yourself, to the one you love, to tear .—. the 
curtain of hypocrisy and learn the naked truth 


FREEİl  UHurv BOOK 
“WHY BIRTH CONTROL?” 


HIS qala book discusses birth control in an 
entirely nevv vvay — Tells you many things about 
a much m. subject. “Why Birth Control” — 
vvill be a revelation to you — Sent free to all those 
who order “Sex Harmony and Eugenics” at the 
reduced priçe of $2.98. 
PIONEER PUBLISHING COMPANY, INC. 


Radio City, 1270 Sixth Ave., New York City 


Organs 


Please send me, 


Name. 
Address. 


Gilanda ———————. 


Orders from Foreign Countries 15 $billings in Advancı 
Tırın lılılrl.) 


The Forbidden Secrdli 
Sex ane Derüneliş Könilek! 


yi a pertaining to sex is discussed 
in daring language. All the things you 
have wanted to know about your sex life, 
information about which other books only 
vaguely hint, is yours at last. 


MORE THAN 100 VIVID PICTURES 


The 106 illustrations leave nothing to the 
imagination . . . know how to overcome 
physical mismating . . . knovv what to do on 
your vvedding night to avoid the torturing 
results of ignorance. 

Some vvill be offended by the amazing 
frankness of this book and its vivid illustra- 
tions, but the world has no longer any use 
for prudery and false modesty. 

Don't be a slave to ignorance and fear. 
Enjoy the rapturous delights of the perfect 
physical love! 

Lostlove...scandal...divorce... can 
often be prevented by knowledge. " Only 
the ignorant pay the awful pbenalties of 
wrong sex practices. Read the facts, clearly, 
startlingiy told... study these illustrations 
and grope in darkness no longer. 


ATTRACT THE OPPOSITE SEX! 


Know how to enjoy the thrilling experi- 
ences that are your birthright... know how 
to attract the opposite sex.. . hov) to hold 
love. 

Are you an avvkvvard novice in the art of 
love-making? Or, a master of its diffcult 
technique? Knovvledge is the basis of the 
perfect, satisfying love life. Ignorance leads 
to fear, vvorry, disease and shame. End 
ignorance £oday. You ovve it to yourself — to 
the one you love—to read this book NOW! 


SEND NO MONEY! 


To show you our faith in your satisfaction 
with this amazing book, we are offering it 
to you on trial. You send no money — just 
fill out the coupon below and then when it 
arrives, in plain wrapper, pay the postman 
$2.98 plus postage. Keep the book five days, 
then if you are not completely satisfied, send 
it back and we will refund your money im- 
mediately without guestion. “Sex Harmony 
and Eugenics” will not be sold to minors. 


576.DARING PAGES 


NOW ONLY; 
5e)98 


e e e e e; 


Pioncer Pub. Co.,Inc.,1270-6thAve.,Dept.221,NewYork,N.Y. 


“Sex Harmony and Eugenics”” 
post man $2.98 (plus postage) on delivery, If 1 am not completely satisfled, 1 
can return the book and the entire purchase price, will be refunded immediately. 
Also send me FREE OF CHARGE, your book on 


in plain wrapper. 1 will pay the 


““VVhy Birth Control?” 


ə 


1427222279 


REPLENISHING JESSİCA əxa 


M The story of a girl full of pas- 
sion and life. The conflict between 
lust and spirit holds you spell- 
bound. Charging it with being an 
immoral book, reformers tried in 
vain to prohibit its publication, 
Seventeen complete editions vvere 
sold at $2. 
Cornell 


THE TIME OF HER LİFE O Wooirich 
M This $10,000 prize-winning au» 
thor has written the amazing sto 

of a very young, very alluring, ad- 
venturess. Her mother had been the 
gay and reckless “Grass Widow” | 
whose mad love of pleasure she had in- 
herited. Her life became a veil of deceit 
concealing wild escapades with pleasure- 
sated men-about-town until she is tamed 
by #be man. At$2thiswasa “Best Seller.” 


HELP WANTED Jack Lait 


M As a play "Help Wanted” thrilled 
great audiences on Broadway, in spite of 
criticism from the narrovv-minded. Jack 
Lait, famous star reporter of the under- 
vvorİd reaches the zenith of sensational 
drama in this story of a young, beauti- 
ful, and inexperienced secretary caught 
in the vicious toils of her employer”s son. 
"Thousands paid $2 to own this book! 


"Formerly “2.00 Each 


NOVV ALL 7 FOR 
o yi 


PLAYTHINGS OF DESİRE 


mM The flaming fire of a great and overpovver- 
ing love. A strong emotional heart-stirring 
novel of a rich fou& and 
rugged Big Woods guide. The frank answer 
to the question “What does a faithful wife 
ovve an unfaithful husband?”” Many $2 edi- 
tions of this “best seller”” were sold out. 


————2-ğ l 


THE MARRIAGE GUEST ge, 
M The tale of a fine, sensitive 


woman who marries through the 
necessities of existence yet proudliy 
lives vvith, is loved by and bears 
children for the man she loves. 
Stark drama of the crucifixion of 
three lives, through vvhich runs the 
golden thread of a woman's pas- 
sionate, fearless, enduring love. 
$2 worth of intense drama! 


A VIRTUOUS GİRL aylin 

M The passionate story of Emmye 
Lou . . . Alluring, born to loye un- 
der the spell of a summer night İnd a 
boy whom her parents forbade. They 
called her “"fast”” in Chicago but Emmy- 
Lou believed in Romance and vvas ready 
to pay for it. A pulse-quickening drama 
of a girl”s courage against the strangling 
conventions ofrespectability ! Formerly$2. 


BROADWAY RACKETEERS © o'ğonn 


O0'Connor 


M A masterpiece of the Main Stem by 
the Bernard Shaw of Broadway, told in 
the jargon of Racketland. Never before 
has Broadway, blazing with illicit loves, 
honeycombed with intrigue, teeming vvitin 
svvift-paced lives, been exposed as ın this 
volume. Real life characters with authen- 
tic data exactly as in its $2 edition. 


al, Wesley Putnam 


his vvife and the 


THE BIGGEST BOOK VALUE OF A LIFETIME! 


SENSATIONAL NOVELS BY MASTERS OF 
FICTION . . . NOT ONE WORD OMITTED 


B Think of it . . . seven books of thrilling fiction . . . all recent 
“best sellers”” . . . for /ess #ban balf the price of one of them! 
"These seven daring books by famous authors are so enthralling, 
so gripping, that the public made them “best sellers”” at $2. 
Every one is packed with romance and mystery, passicn and in- 
trigue . . . spell-binding in its fast moving action . . that extra 
something that it takes to make people clamor fora copy! 


EACH FULL-SIZE BOOK IS COMFLETE, 
BOUND SEPARATELY AND UNEXPURGATED 


m Each one is bound separately in magazine style with an at- 
tractive binding . . . printed in clear, easily read type on pages 
65 by 91/2 inches. The covers are alike so that the seven books 
form a beautiful set for your library. Not one vvord has been 
left out, not one incident censored! Hours and hours cf exciting 
entertainment . . for only 98c! 


ONLY FAMOUS “BEST SELLERS”'INCLUDED! 


m Every book selected for its record of popularity. We guarant?e 
to return your money in five days if you are not completely sat- 
isfied. Send the coupon today while they last! You can't lose! 

Mayfair Publishing Co., 1270 Sixth Ave., Nevv York Cityl 


SATISFACTION GUARANTEED OR 


TAKE ADVANTAGE OF THIS 
ASTOUNDING OFFER NOW! 


H We are able to make you this astonishing offer because of our 
tremendous volume of sales and to introduce the Mayfair Editions 
of “best sellers” to the reading public at this low price! 


SEND NO MOMEY... MAİL COUPON TODAY 


MAYFAIR PUBLISHING CO.. 
1270 Sixth Ave., Dept. 622, Nev York, N.Y. 


Please send me tie seven best sellers listed above. I will pay the 
postman 98c, plus a fevv cents postage on delivery. If I am not 
completely satisfied I will return the books within 5 days and 
the izil purchase price will be refunded immediztely. 


City ? 3. State 
If you enclose $1 with this coupon we will pay all postage charges. 
Canadian Orders $1.25 in advance. Foreign orders 6/ in advance. 


MONEY IMMEDİATELY REFUNDED 


Darwination Scans m... by .. Directed by Hal Walker 


İnrank A aaa xt ona 


iza anl, gren ər or dəb İs”, Tay alə be return te Port Pim Sevrlov, (bed, alev caniler, 


